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One 


Author's Notes: 
| once wrote a crack-ish/parody/darkish thing and never posted it. But it just happens to fit the Stranger Than 
Fiction thing, so .. 


"Hey, babe." 


Richie looked up from his Metal Edge magazine to see Jon hovering over him, holding two margaritas and 


gracing him with that million-watt smile that could light the darkest abyss. 
Richie felt his heart swell. "Hey, baby." 
Jon blushed and dipped his chin. "I, uh, thought you looked thirsty." 


Richie smirked as he set his magazine on the ground next to the lounge chair. "| look thirsty?" 


Jon's cerulean eyes widened. "W-well," he stammered. "I guess | meant" -- He peered at Richie from under his 


long, perfect lashes -- "you look of" 


Richie's shorts immediately grew more snug -- a point Jon apparently noticed, based on the way he was licking 
his lips. Richie grinned. He knew what his greatest asset was, and how to flaunt it. 


"See something you like, Jonny?" 

Jon nodded, his blush deepening. 

Richie patted his lap. "Why don't you hop on, babe?" 

Jon glanced around nervously. "Oh, um .. | dunno, baby. What if someone sees us?" 


Richie shook his head fondly. Jon was so innocent and precious, and sometimes he just wanted to wrap him up 
and protect him from the world -- 


Wait. The fuck? 


Richie found himself frozen, staring in Jon's direction but not really seeing. Jon's form, and everything around 


it, was suddenly fuzzy. 
What the fuck had he just said? 
No. H wasnt out loud 


He'd just said the words in his head .. Right? .. But since when did he even think shit like that? 


"Rich?" Jon's voice sounded farther away than it should. He was standing right there -- His voice should be 
clear as day .. Shouldn't it? 


"Rich? Baby, you're scaring me." 
Richie squeezed his eyes shut. This isn’t night. Jon doesnt talk lke that -- 


Richie hissed as a sharp pain erupted behind his eyes. Fuck He brought his fingertips to his temples and dug in, 
as if that would ease the pain. As if -- 


"Rich?" Jon's voice was warm and steady beside his ear now. "Baby, are you OK?" 


Richie slowly blinked his eyes open Jon's face, radiant and gorgeous, was inches away -- and just like that, he 


knew he was OK. More than OK. 


"Yeah, baby," he murmured, reaching out to cup Jon's impossibly soft cheek ... running his thumb along the 


cheekbone that had been crafted by the hand of God himself. 


Jon sighed in relief. "Oh, thank God" He shifted to straddle Richie on the lounge chair. "Cause | really wanna 
fuck." 


Richie smiled, grasping Jon's perfectly slim hips in his large and manly hands. "Well, you know I'm always ready 


to fuck," he assured lowly. "Anytime, anywhere." 

Jon nodded. "| do. We all know that, Rich." 

Richie stilled his hands. "We? What are you --" 

He got no further because Jon's tongue was suddenly in his mouth, probing and demanding. Vaguely, Richie 
wondered where his sweet, blushing Jonny had gone. But he wasn't exactly ready to complain -- especially 
when Jon circled his hips in the most tantalizing way. 

They were both panting when Jon finally broke the kiss. "Oh, God, Rich. | love your cock so much." 


Richie couldn't help smiling. He loved it when Jon gave him that kind of attention 


| mean, | love other parts of you, too," Jon added in a rush. "It's just that we really, really love your 


anaconda." 
Richie's stomach dropped. What the fuck was this we thing? 
"Jonny? Why do you keep --" 


Jon pressed two fingers to his lips. "Hush, baby. You know how it's supposed to go, right? You just shut up and 


please me." 


Richie wanted to protest, but Jon was kissing him again. And it felt so good -- just so fucking good -- he 
began to lose himself. After a while, all his doubts dropped away. All of his thoughts. 


Jon was right. It was so much better this way .. 


Two 


"Jonny?" 
"Hmm?" 
"Um .. Where are we?" 


Richie kept his eyes on the cloudless blue sky above. He couldn't bear to look over at Jon as he asked such a 
stupid question He should know where they were, for Christ's sake. But he'd been racking his brain and kept 


coming up empty. 
"You don't know?" Jon sounded concerned, and Richie felt a pang of guilt. 


Wherever they were, they were clearly on vacation -- what with the private villa, and the margaritas, and 


the outdoor sex. And Jon deserved some stress-free relaxation, considering how hard he worked all the time. 
"Well" Richie drew his knees up. "I dunno why, but | can't seem to remember." 


The lounge chair next to him shifted, and Richie turned to see Jon studying him -- a shadow of worry 
marring that perfectly chiseled face. 


"Baby, we're in Australia 

Richie's eyebrows shot up. “What? We went that far?" 

Jon gave him a funny look. "It's not far, honey. Its an easy trip.” 
"Easy?" Richie laughed in surprise. "The flight takes a whole day. It's .." 


He trailed off, struck by a sudden realization: He had no memory of traveling there. How the fuck could he 
forget twenty-four hours in the sky? Airports. Car rides. 


It wasn't possible. 

Richie stared at his hands, curling and uncurling his fingers. 

How could I have lost all that time? Its not right. 

"Rich." Jon's hand was warm on his forearm. "You're just confused, baby." 


He sat down on the edge of the chair and began to glide his palm along Richie's thigh. "I'm not surprised,” he 


soothed. "We were just in Jersey, and then LA for a bit. And then France, like .. two days ago? It's a lot to keep 
track of" 


Richie shook his head. It wasn't true -- He'd remember being in all those places. "What are you talking about? 
Jonny, that's nuts." 


Jon scooted closer and peered into Richie's eyes, furrowing his brow. "You're getting lost again, aren't you?" 
Richie opened his mouth, wanting to argue -- but he didn't even know what the argument was. 

How can | be lost? Im right here. 

Jon smiled. "It's OK, baby. You can get lost here if you want. It seems safe." 


Richie shook his head again, but that was all the protest he could muster. Because Jon was looking at him that 
way, and Richie felt himself being helplessly tugged into the oceanic depths of those brilliant eyes. 


Jon's smile broadened, and it was like a choir of angels had descended to earth. "Do you wanna make love to me 


again, baby?" 

Richie nodded. Of course he did. Jon was the most desirable human to ever grace the planet, and most of the 
world's female population would give their right tit for one night with him. Some days, Richie couldn't believe 
Jon had chosen him, of all people. 


Jon reached out to stroke his hair, as if he were reading his mind. 


"You're our hot little sex machine, Rich. We love you." 


FKK 


Richie propped his chin on his hands, gazing toward the water where Jon was helping a group of small children 
build sandcastles. Everywhere they went, Jon never failed to charm everyone in sight -- fans, talk show hosts, 
Miss Americas, waiters, cab drivers, maids, cops, mechanics, toll booth workers. They all ended up in puddles of 


goo before Jor's perfect feet. 


Richie sighed. He knew he'd never have that kind of appeal, but he was pretty sure he'd become a better- 
looking person just by basking in Jor's glow -- 


"Hey, baby." 
Richie looked up, startled "Jonny? How did you get over here so fast?" 
Jon plopped down next to him on the beach towel. "What do you mean?" 


Richie was about to explain but thought better of it. He'd been worrying Jon far too much on this trip. He was 


liable to ruin his vacation. 
"Never mind" Richie forced a smile. "I guess my mind was wandering.’ 
Jon pouted prettily. "Am | boring you?" 


‘Of course not" Richie pushed up to sit, mildly alarmed. "You're -- you're the most exciting person in the 


world." 
Jon cast his azure eyes down as his full bottom lip trembled. "No, I'm not. l'm just ordinary." 


Richie felt like his chest was being torn open. He knew Jon didn't get enough positive attention, and it was his 
job to make sure his beloved knew how truly special he was. Apparently, he'd been falling short lately. 


"Baby, c'mere," Richie cooed, wrapping his strong, manly arms around Jon's delicate, hairy frame. He laid back, 


pulling Jon down on top of him. 
"Oh, Rich," Jon sniffed, nuzzling his chest. "You make me feel so safe." 


Richie sighed in relief. He'd almost fucked up everything, hadn't he? Even though his job was so easy, anyone 
could do it .. Anyone would be fucking thrilled to do it. 


Make Jonny happy. Thats all Thats all | ever have to do. Its so easy. 


Out of nowhere that stabbing pain flared again -- right between and behind his eyes. Like it was boring its way 


into his brain. 

"Fuck" Richie tilted his head away from the sun, tossing a forearm over his eyes. All at once, the air seemed 
to have chilled by thirty degrees .. which couldn't be true. It was summer, and he was lying on the beach, and 
Jon was covering him. 

And yet his body was quaking. 


Jon .. Something wasn't right with Jon. 


We don't do this We don't talk like this We dont -- 


Richie whimpered as the painful pulses kept coming. He shut his eyes tightly, but that only made things worse. 
He couldn't go into the dark, because there were flashes of light even under his eyelids, intensifying with each 
second. He couldn't go into the dark -- 

"Rich? Baby, come on" 


Slowly, Richie opened his eyes, though he didn't really want to. Because he knew the sunlight would hurt ... It 
always hurt on the way back. 


This time, though, when he found focus he was gazing into Jon's face, breathtakingly gorgeous and mostly 
obscuring the sun -- so that a shimmering halo framed him. Just like that, everything was perfect again. 


Richie let out a shaky exhale. My beautiful angel 
Jon smiled and leaned down, bringing their faces inches apart. "Bout time you woke up, sleepy head" 
| wasn't asleep," Richie denied without thinking. 


Jon lifted up a bit, his smile fading. "Of course you were." He threaded a hand into Richie's hair. "You're always 


sleeping. Except when you're eating or fucking.” 


Jon chuckled and tightened his grip on Richie's hair, till it started to pull on his scalp. Richie winced but didn't 


complain. He'd messed up enough today. 
Jon shook his head. "Such a lazy little shit" 
Richie's breath caught in his throat. "What?" 


The smile returned, but it was different now. Darker. "You heard me." Jon pecked him on the lips. "It's OK, 
though. We tolerate your flaws." 


Richie gasped as those elegant fingertips teased him through his shorts. 
Jon gave him a wink. “Because of your obvious gifts." 
Richie lifted his head to see if those sandcastle kids were still kicking around. The last thing they needed was to 


be tossed into an Australian jail for public lewdness in front of minors. But scanning their surroundings he saw 


.. NO one. 
How could that be? 


Richie dropped his head to the blanket. "Jonny. | -- | think there's something wrong with me." 


"Not from where l'm sittin’, baby." 
Richie groaned as Jon gave him a firm squeeze. 
"No," he ground out. "I mean it. | can't think. I'm .." 


As he searched for the words, Richie noticed the breeze had died away. He turned his head to the side, toward 


the water. 
The ocean was gone. 


He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. "Jonny? Where are we?" 


Three 


Jon had told him it didn't matter, and for a while Richie went along with it. It had been hard to argue when Jon 
was pressing into him that way. When those electric-blue eyes were so openly hungry. When that husky voice 


was shamelessly demanding, and it was all so stark and coarse Richie's whole body went weak. 
It had been too hard to argue. Or speak. Or think So he hadn't bothered. 


He'd just made Jon happy .. made him endlessly groan as he fucked him hard and dry into the sand. He'd done 
exactly as ordered, like the good side-kick/fuck-buddy he was. 


But now, as they were lying there -- on some weirdly empty beach under a sunless sky -- the pain started 


creeping in again. And it mattered. 

"Jon. Where are we?" 

Jon sighed testily then rolled over to drape his arm across Richie's chest. "Who cares?" 
Richie blinked. "I do." 


Jon made a fsk sound then kissed his shoulder. "Baby, we don't need a setting." Kissed his collarbone. "We don't 
need a plot." The base of his throat. "We don't need dialogue." 


Jon lifted up a bit and grinned. "It's way more fun this way." 

Richie stared for a beat, not comprehending. "What are you talking about?" 

Jon sat up a little more, a lock of hair falling into his face. Richie automatically reached to push it behind his 
ear. He'd hated that stupid haircut from the start, not only because he missed the wild, shaggy mane. He'd 
hated it because it made the whole fucking world stop -- and he'd realized that Jon could get more attention 
for a haircut than he could get for his music .. or maybe anything else he'd ever do. 

"Baby," Jon purred. "Stop trying to use that adorable little brain. You don't need it here." 


That couldn't be true. But somehow Richie found himself, once again, unable to argue. 


Jon smiled approvingly then dipped down to nibble on his ear. "Anyway," he murmured, "everyone knows you 


really think with your cock. Always." 
Richie's gut curled in on itself. That couldn't be true, either .. 


"Rich" Jon's voice was suddenly gruffer. "There's a pier a little ways down the beach. | want you to slam me 


against it and fuck me raw." 

Those perfect lips skimmed down his neck, and nearly every cell in Richie's body screamed at him to go along 
with it. No words, just mindless action Nearly every cell was in lock-step .. except for some little part of him 
that was rebelling. 

"No." 

Jon pulled away and stared down at him dumbly. "You don't say no. Ever." 


Richie kind of wanted to laugh, but not really. "I do," he heard himself object. "| know I've said ‘no' before." 


Jon held his gaze, face unreadable. "Stop," he scolded mildly. "You're using those full, luscious lips to make 
words again" He swept a fingertip over Richie's lower lip. "What a waste." 


Richie kept watching those eyes, so blue even in the gray that was steadily engulfing them. They were as 
beautiful as ever. That face was as ridiculously perfect as ever. But he had a sinking feeling it wasn't Jon at 


all. 


Jon didn't act like this. He didn't veer from being a twelve-year-old girl to .. whatever this was. Jon didn't talk 


to him like this. Like he was a piece of meat. 

The whole idea was crazy, though. It had to be Jon. Who else could it be? 

"Rich?" Jon's eyes roamed the length of his body. "Don't ruin it, baby. This one is so simple." 

Yeah 

Even if it wasn't really Jon, the words seemed right. He knew he was making it all much harder than it needed 
to be. He knew they'd both be better off if he just followed the current. If he just did was he was supposed to 
~ His job .. He was so fucking good at his job. 

But that little nagging part of him still wouldn't give in. 


He shook his head slightly. "I don't wanna hurt you." 


Jon chuckled, like he'd just said the cutest thing. "You can't hurt me -- not here." His smile shape-shifted to a 


leer. "Anyway, | love pain. You know that." 
Richie kept shaking his head as a prickle spread through his skin. "No, you don’t." 


It wasn't true. He knew it wasn't true. 


Jon frowned a little. "Well, here | do. And you give us what we want. That's how it works.” 


He leaned in close, and Richie couldn't help shivering at the breath touching his ear. "You just hafta go along 
with it, Rich. That's all." 


Richie swallowed. "You're not making any sense." 


Even as he said the words, though, he realized they were pointless. He was already wrapping his limbs around 
Jon .. drawing him in and nuzzling that stupid hair. He couldn't stop himself. It just felt so good. 


He sighed. It had to be Jon .. It wouldn't feel so good with anyone else. 
He felt that perfect smile against his cheek. "Thats more like it" 


Jon laid a few feathery kisses along his jaw, and Richie sensed himself caving. It was Jon, and Jon was right -- 
He always was. 


"Yeah," Richie agreed, sliding both hands down to massage the soft flesh they all dreamed about. He knew they 
did. 


But it wasn't theirs, it was his. And it finally struck him what a fool he was, trying to fight. There were people 
who'd actually kill to be him right now. 


He was the luckiest fucker on the planet. 
Jon's lips brushed the shell of his ear. "We know, baby. You are." 


Richie froze, trying to remember if Jon had always been able to read his mind. It didn't seem possible. But then 
Jon's teeth were scraping the side of neck, sinking into the flesh of his shoulder -- and nothing else mattered. 


Jon was right. He didn't need his brain here. 


Four 


He kept glancing over at Jon, watching shadows pass over his face as they drove by streetlights and 
overpasses. It felt strange to be behind the wheel, considering he had no idea where they were going, or even 


where they'd been It just somehow ended up this way. 
He didn't remember all that much from the point they'd finally staggered to the pier. He knew he'd given Jon 
exactly what he wanted. He could still hear him panting, grunting, crying out. He remembered not saying a word. 


Thinking vaguely how strange it was that he couldn't speak, except for the occasional dirty utterance. 


Mostly, though, he'd been driven by sensation Controlled by the continuous billowing pleasure below .. It had 
been so overpowering, he'd started to believe what Jon had said. That he had no use for the brain in his head. 


But now he was coming out of the fog, and he was thinking again .. even if he wasn't supposed to. And the 
thought that kept registering was, it must've hurt like hell. No matter what Jon said. It must have hurt. 


It sure as hell hurt him. Right after they'd finished, the blinding pain behind his eyes knocked him to his knees. 
Jon had simply laughed and said he didn't need to be sucked off. Richie couldn't remember if Jon had helped 
him to his feet. Couldn't remember how the keys fell into his hands, even though he could barely see through 
the pain for a time. 

He didn't want to ruin the mood by bringing it up now. Jon seemed happy. Still, he had to ask one thing. 
"Jonny. Where are we going?" 


Jon tapped his knuckles against the passenger window. "You don't know?" 


Richie smiled faintly, feeling embarrassed even though he'd been telling Jon all along. "Nope. Seems like a detail | 


should have, though." 
Jon kept tapping. "Good thinkin’, baby." 


Then nothing -- just silence, except for the soft rhythm against the window. It suddenly hit Richie how odd 


that was. They never drove, for even five minutes, without music. 


He started drumming the steering wheel in time with Jon's tapping. "Um. You gonna tell me, babe? Since l'm 


driving ." 


Jon finally looked over, with one of those disbelieving expressions -- the kind he gave Richie onstage whenever 


he hit a sour note or botched a lyric. "We're goin’ home." 


Richie's stomach dropped. That couldn't be true. He'd know where they were. And he was sure he'd never seen 


this place in his life. 


He squinted at the road ahead -- just an endless straight line flanked by rows of tall trees that all looked the 
same. They hadn't even come to a stoplight for at least .. They hadn't hit a stoplight at all, he realized. 


And hadn't Jon said they were somewhere far from home? Some place Richie couldn't remember anymore .. 
"Jon" He cringed at the quiver in his voice. "This isn't the way home." 
Jon sighed but didn't sound annoyed. "You're lost again" 


Richie automatically laughed, though he didn't feel amused. "Yeah. That's kinda my point" He chewed on his lip, 


considering his next words. "It seems like you're confused, too." 
g Y 


Jon dropped his hand to his lap and angled to face Richie. "Confused? /m the one who's always on top of shit. 
I'm the one who does fucking everything for this band. lim the one who works his ass off. /m the face of this 


whole fucking operation --" 


"Hey, hey," Richie cut in, chuckling to diffuse the sudden and bizarre detour. "l'm just talkin’ about the drive, 


man. 


Jon didn't answer; he simply sat there, studying him. Richie averted his eyes, pretending to be consumed with 
the open road. But he couldn't escape the feeling of those eyes on him .. He'd never been able to do that. 


Eventually, Jon sat back in his seat. "| know where we're going, babe." his voice was steady and calm again. "You 
just turn when | say and stop when | say. OK?" 


Richie felt a flash of irritation No, it wasn't OK He wasn't a fucking lap dog. 


But the flame died down just as quickly as it rose -- replaced by an overwhelming dread that he was screwing 
up. Again. "OK," he agreed. 


Jon's hand came to rest on his knee. "We love you, baby." Those graceful, perfect fingers pressed into his skin 
"Take the next right up ahead, OK? There's a stop | wanna make." 


FKK 


"Welcome to Kinky Pleasures!" 


Richie halted in his tracks, unnerved by the chipper red-headed pixie behind the sex-store counter. He hadn't 
expected the Disney World greeting. 


Jon, as always, was cool as a cucumber. "Hey there, miss." He put his hands on the counter and leaned in to 


read the girl's name tag. "Amy. What a beautiful name." 


Amy smiled and blushed. "Thank you, sir." In the next instant, she dumped the shy-maiden routine and brazenly 
let her gaze roam Jon's body. 


Richie set his jaw, trying to contain that familiar flare of jealousy. Even now, after eight years, he had a hard 


time accepting the way people looked at Jon, and spoke to Jon .. for a whole mix of messy reasons. 
He couldn't really blame this chick, though. Jon looked like he'd been poured into those jeans. 
"Amy?" Jon broke out his best panty-melting smile. "lm hoping you can help us." 


Amy licked her lips, with all the subtlety of a heart attack. "I'd be happy to." 


Jon took a step back and made a sweeping gesture toward Richie. "Do you have any cock rings big enough for 


my friend here?" 

Richie could only gape as Amy rose to her tip-toes to inspect him, her eyes instantly widening in shock 
"My God" She put a hand over her mouth and giggled. "I don't know if they even make them that big 
Richie crossed his arms and shifted uncomfortably as she continued to stare. 

"Hey." Jon snapped his fingers. "Eyes up here, missy. That gargantuan specimen is mine." 

Amy shook herself a little then stepped back from the counter. "I'm so sorry, sir. I've just never seen ." 
Jon glanced at Richie and smirked. "S'alright. He really is something in those shorts, isn't he?" 

Amy bit her lip. "Definitely." 


Richie felt like his face was on fire. Normally, he loved it when chicks drooled over him, especially in front of 


Jon. But this was .. It wasn't right. 


"OK" Jon slapped a palm onto the counter. "The cock ring isn't absolutely necessary, | suppose. Amy, where do 
you keep the restraints?" 


Richie almost choked on the air he was breathing. "Jonny." 

Amy pointed toward the back of the store. "In the restraints section" 
Jon grinned. ‘Ill bet it's hard to miss" 

Amy nodded enthusiastically, and Richie started to feel woozy. 


The fuck is going on? 


They'd never done anything like this. They'd never even talked about it. But Jon was slinking off to the 


restraints section like it was an ordinary day at the kinky office. 


Richie gave Amy an awkward smile as she continued to gawk. "I'm gonna ." He hooked a thumb toward the 


flavored-lube display. 

"Sure," she approved, shamelessly getting another eyeful before he turned around. 

OK. Just try to get into it 

He could do that. He'd been doing that all day .. Or maybe it was two days now? 

F doesn't matter. 

Right. It didn't matter. All that mattered was the here and now. In the lube aisle at Kinky Pleasures, city 
unknown. Richie took a breath and tried to focus on the cornucopia of lube options .. strawberry, cinnamon, 
chocolate, caramel apple, passion fruit, Pina colada, mango. 


But the more he looked, the more queasy he felt. 


It wasn't that he was opposed to some play. He just couldn't get in the mood when he wasn't even sure where 


he was. When he didn't know which of Jon's multiple personalities he'd be dealing with an hour from now. 
Or when it occurred to him, every minute or so, that maybe Jon wasn't the one with the problem at all 
Of course its not him. Youre always the problem. 


Richie whipped around, but there was no one there. Just a rack of butt plugs and strap-ons. He could've sworn 


the voice had been at his shoulder, and not inside his head. But he must've been wrong. Again. 
"All set, babe." 


Richie turned to see Jon hauling a basket to the counter, but he was too far away to see its kinky contents. 


"Stay there," Jon ordered. "| want you to be surprised.” 
Richie laughed humorlessly. "You don't think I've been surprised enough today?" 


Jon muttered something as he pulled out his wallet, but Richie couldn't catch it. He started toward the counter 
just as Amy spoke up. 


"Oh, sir? Did you notice the special we're running on condoms?" 


Jon paused, holding some kind of leather contraption in mid-air. Richie narrowed his eyes and stepped closer, 
but Jon caught him in his peripheral vision. "| said stay there, baby." 


He returned his attention to Amy. "What special?" 


"All mega-jumbo condoms are half-off," she chirped. "We can't sell them since almost no one wears that size." 


She glanced at Richie and smiled. "But | bet he can fill them out." 

Jon nodded. "Amy, I'll take all the mega-jumbos you have in stock." 

Richie's belly did a little flip-flop as Amy's eyes nearly popped out of her head. 

Jon chuckled. "What can | say? He's a horny little bastard." He propped his forearms on the counter, beckoning 
Amy to come closer. "He just goes and goes and goes, like he's not even human With his mouth, too. Have you 
looked at those lips?" 


‘Oh, yeah," Amy breathed, shifting her stance to very obviously cross her legs. "Wow." 


Richie just stood there, unable to react. Inside he felt pretty fucking human -- humiliated and pissed. A whole 


jumble of thoughts was swirling and building .. but none of them could surface. He'd lost his voice again. 
What's happening? 


He balled up his fists and shut his eyes, thinking if he just concentrated hard enough he could say what he 
wanted to say. Walk away. Something. 


But when he took in the light again, Amy was still ogling him, and he still had no voice. 


Jon wagged his index finger in front of Amy's nose. "Down, girl," he chastised good-naturedly. "You can back off 


now. 


Amy giggled. "Oh, I'm sorry." 


"That's OK, darlin," Jon assured, flashing the smile that never failed to bring all attention back to its rightful 


place. 
Richie watched, weirdly detached, as Amy tossed an armload of condom boxes into a shopping bag. 


"Make sure you got ‘em all," Jon instructed, carefully monitoring the proceedings. "And darlin’? Throw in a 


couple boxes of regular-but-perfects, will you?" 
"Oh -- Absolutely." Amy sounded a bit surprised. 


Jon smiled again, but this time he only had eyes for Richie. This time the smile crawled inside of him, took 
hold, reeled him back in. Brought him fully into the here and now .. made his skin tingle. 


Jon held their eye contact as he tilted his head toward Amy and spoke from the corner of his mouth. 
"Sometimes | get to nail that ass. Depending on who's telling the story.” 


Richie's heart was thumping in his chest now. He could feel his pulse in his throat. Heat gathering under his 
skin He felt so real. It all felt so real. 


İt is real 

Richie closed his eyes. Yeah .. 
"Ready, babe?" 

Yeah 


Richie opened his eyes and there was Jon, holding up two giant hot-pink shopping bags with the Kinky Pleasures 


logo emblazoned on them. 

Richie took a deep breath then sighed it away. His voice was back. 

"Wow," he deadpanned. "So discreet" 

Jon laughed softly, and a little flutter passed through Richie's chest. He'd always loved that sound .. 


"Don't worry," Jon soothed, an indecipherable look on his face. "No one will see us." He changed his grip on the 


bags then started toward the door, and even though he knew better, Richie felt the sting of being left behind 


Jon paused partway, like he knew. Without looking, he called over his shoulder. "Let's go home, baby." 


Five 
"Babe. | want you to put these on for me." 


Richie eyed the ... thing Jon was holding out to him. It looked like two clothespins attached to a chain. "Put them 


on? How?" 

Jon rolled his eyes. "They're nipple clamps. That means you clamp them onto your nipples." 
Richie took a step back, crossing his arms over this chest. "Unh-uh." 

Jon frowned. "Baby, don't be a baby." 

Richie shook his head. "If it's no big deal, then you can wear ‘em." 


"They'll get tangled in my chest hair," Jon objected. "You're the one with the oh-so-smooth chest," he added, 


with more than a little bitterness. 

Richie looked back and forth between Jon's face and the nipple torture device. He'd never admit it out loud, but 
he was a little scared, given Jon's schizophrenic turns of the past day. The problem was, he'd never been able 

to resist the guy -- From day one he'd been hooked. Being alone with Jon, being the sole focus of his attention, 
being the one to make him happy when no one else could .. it made him feel like someone special. 


But he'd never admit that out loud, either. 


Jon sighed, obviously impatient with his dawadling. "Fine. I've got plenty of other kinky shit in those bags." He 
smiled slyly. "Baby, why don't you strip and get in bed? | have an idea" 


Richie dropped his arms by his sides. "Um .. OK." 

"Um, OK?" Jon mocked. "A little enthusiasm would be nice, babe." 

Richie dipped his chin and forced a laugh. "Sorry, | just .. | feel uncomfortable." 
Jon snorted. "Since when are you ever uncomfortable? Nothing bothers you." 


Richie looked up, surprised at how much the words stung. "That's not true. Back at that store, when you .." He 
stalled out, not wanting to get deep into it. 


So he shrugged. "It bothered me." 


Jon just stared, looking genuinely puzzled, and Richie couldn't stand it. He brought a hand to his eyes. "Jonny. 


Tell me where we are again" 

There was a long pause before Jon answered. "We're at our villa" 

Richie licked his lips. "And it's where? Australia?" 

"No. Baby, don't think about it --" 

"What year is it?" Richie wasn't sure why that question popped up, but it suddenly seemed important. 
He heard the floorboards creak, and then his hand was being pulled away from his eyes. 

"Did you hit your head, baby?" Jon smiled. "Its 1992" 

Richie nodded. "Right." 


It took a moment for him to realize Jon was squeezing his hand. He looked down to see it with his own eyes -- 


to be sure it was real. 
"Rich," Jon whispered, and for the first time in a while, it honestly sounded like his voice. "Stay with me, OK?" 


Richie kept watching their joined hands, the way Jon's thumb was stroking his skin. He wanted to speak, but 


there was a lump in his throat. So he simply pressed Jon's hand in return. 


SER EEK 


"That feel OK, baby?" Jon sat back on his haunches and checked out his handiwork. 
"Um." Richie tugged on the leather cuffs securing his wrists to the headboard. "It's fine, | guess." 
Jon narrowed his eyes. "Are they too tight?" 


Richie titted his head to the side, trying to obscure his face. It was scarier than he'd thought, being so 
exposed. "No. It's just .." 


Jon grabbed his chin and forced him to make eye contact again "Don't be nervous, baby. You know I'd never 


hurt you." 


"Yeah." 


He knew that. He knew Ais Jon would never hurt him. But he didn't trust that he knew this person. The 


reassuring, real-seeming Jon of fifteen minutes ago was definitely gone. Replaced by .. He wasn't sure. 


It wasn't the blushing twelve-year-old-girl Jon. And it wasn't exactly the sex robot who wanted to be slammed 
against the nearest available surface and fucked dry. It was .. Kinky Pleasures Jon, he supposed. 


Richie would've laughed if he'd been able. But he was stuck in that place, where he didn't have full control over 


his voice. 


"You're gonna love this, baby," Jon purred as he grabbed a bottle of lube from the nightstand. "You won't 
hafta work so hard for once. You'll just be my hot little sex toy, OK?" 


"Whatever you want," Richie heard himself assent. 
Jon grinned. "Thought so." 


Without preamble Jon took hold of him, and Richie gasped at the roughness of his hand, the force of his 


stroke. Jon never touched him that way, so soon. Not that he could remember, anyway .. 
"| want a fuck-and-suck," Jon informed him. "Sound good?" 
Richie could only shut his eyes and groan at the pressure circling his tip. 


"l'Il take that as a yes" Jon murmured before bringing his lips to Richie's ear. "But that's just the first course. 


‘Cause | wanna fuck you, baby." 
"Oh, God" Richie reflexively pressed his hips up. 


Is about that time." Jon licked the sensitive skin behind his ear. "l'm pretty sure in this one, | get to do you 


for every ten times you do me." 

Richie blinked at the ceiling, trying to focus his already hazy vision. "What?" 

"Doesn't matter." 

Richie wanted to argue. He was sick of being told what mattered. But Jon was slipping the condom onto him, 
and the cognizant part of his brain began to shut down. By the time Jon took him in, he was helpless, and truly 
nothing did matter. There was nothing else in the world but the slick heat wrapped around him and Jon's 


flagrant moans echoing off the walls. 


"Jonny." He had no idea what he wanted to say. Maybe nothing at all -- or nothing more than Jon's name. 


He didn't hear Jon say his name back. But that was OK. He couldn't dwell on it, because he was moving on -- 
overtaken by the energy pooling and building in the deepest part of his physical body. Completely overtaken .. 
except for those familiar, bittersweet moments of touching the surface of awareness. Knowing that it would 


be over soon. All over. The end. 


Richie began to clench and unclench his hands, frustrated that he couldn't touch Jon -- even if it wasn't his 
Jon. All at once, his voice came rushing back. 


"Take these off" He tugged on the cuffs. "Lemme touch you." 

Jon's palms landed on his chest. "SOK, baby. | only need your cock and your mouth." 

Richie grunted as Jon's fingernails dug into his skin. He wanted to say what he needed, but he had a feeling it 
was one of those things that just didn't matter. And he knew it wouldn't be long before he forgot what he 
wanted anyway. 


Especially once Jon started to crawl closer. "Open up, baby." 


Richie did, eagerly. He loved that taste, loved feeling that pulsing weight inside of him, loved making Jon slowly 
fall apart. 


"Oh, God," Jon groaned, taking a fistful of his hair. "We love your mouth so much, baby ." 


Richie hummed happily, earning a tug on his hair. "Fuck" Jon lurched forward, grasping the headboard with his 
other hand. "That's it," he panted. "Give it to us. You hot non-stop sex machine." 


Richie drew him in deeper, working his jaw in counterpoint to the delicate dance of his tongue -- exactly the 


way Jon liked it. 

He just goes and goes and goes. Like he's not even human 

Jon began to thrust his hips, and Richie did his best to breathe through his nose. 
He's a lazy shit -- except in bed 


Richie choked a little. Had Jon really said that? No .. not at the kink store, at least. Maybe some other time. Or 
maybe he'd said it to himself, in his head. 


He'll give it to you for hours. And he barely needs any care or consideration of any kind He's like a sexy cactus. 


He only thinks with his cock .. Oh, and his stomach, 


Richie tried harder to breathe. To drown out the words invading his mind. Jon had never said them -- He was 


sure of that. But they kept coming anyway. Until it was impossible to breathe. 

"Rich?" 

Someone was saying his name. 

"Rich, you OK? Just breathe." 

He tried but he was still choking .. Coughing .. Then taking gulps of air that brought no relief. 
"Rich. C'mon" 

Gradually, it got easier. Bit by bit, his vision unclouded and there was Jon, watching him from above. 
"You OK?" 

Richie cleared his throat then took a deep breath. "You used my name." 

Jon pulled a face. "Yeah?" 

"You haven't been" It seemed like an important distinction. 


Jon's expression softened and he began to chew on his lip, obviously debating how to respond. Richie waited, 


trying to ignore the ache in his arms. 
Finally, Jon exhaled heavily and leaned in close to his ear. "Don't you know where we are? Really?" 
Richie felt his heartbeat spike. "Um. 1992 -- right?" 


Jon's little laugh tickled his skin. "Yeah." 


He lifted up then glanced around the room, before meeting Richie's eyes. "What else do you know?" he 
whispered. 


Richie sighed testily. "What kinda question is that?" 
Jon gave him The Eye. "Rich, c'mon." He was still speaking in hushed tones. "You know. Just focus.” 


Richie growled in frustration. "Focus? | don't even know what that means. And why are you whispering, for 


fuck's sake?" 


Jon slapped a hand over his mouth. "Jesus Christ -- Shut up." 


On impulse, Richie kicked at him, growing alarmed, He didn't trust -- couldnt trust -- that this was Jon 
"Ow. Calm the fuck down," Jon whisper-yelled. “It's just me, dumbass" 

And the tone was so bitchy, Richie realized, it had to be Jon. He stopped thrashing, 

Jon rolled his eyes. "tm moving my hand. Keep your big mouth shut" 

"Bitch," Richie muttered the second he was able. 

"Yeah, fine." Jon shook his head. "Christ .. It's really bad this time, isnt it?" 


Richie let his head loll to the side, too exhausted for any more cryptic statements. "Jonny." He couldn't keep 


the whine out of his voice. "I don't know what you mean, man. Just ..” 


He stopped, feeling suddenly and dangerously close to tears. And he couldn't bear that final humiliation He 
closed his eyes and buried his face in his bicep. 


There was a stretch of silence -- so long that Richie began to wonder if Jon had left him. He was afraid to 


look and find out. 
But then those roughened knuckles brushed his cheek. "Rich." Jon sighed. "We're in a fanfic." 


Richie opened his eyes and stared up at Jon. “The fuck?" 


FKK 


Oh Yeah 


Slowly, in pieces, it was coming back to him. This was a thing that happened to them sometimes. They got 
pulled into other people's stories, with no choice but to act them out before they could go home. 


Fucking Internet. 


Jon had always handled it a lot better than he did. Sometimes, he'd learned, he got lost -- tricked into believing 


the story was real. Especially the ones where he was making Jon happy and everything was OK again ... 


Coming back was always tough. He'd get stuck in that in-between place where he knew things weren't right, 
but couldn't figure out why. This time, apparently, was extra-rocky. 


"Usually, you figure it out on your own," Jon murmured, curling into his side. 
"Yeah." 


‘Ive never had to tell you." Jon huffed a little laugh. "I was afraid to. Dunno why .. | just thought ... | was 


scared I'd freak you out, | guess." 

"Yeah." 

Jon gave him a squeeze. "You OK now?" 

Richie had no idea how to answer. "I -- I'll be fine." 

Jon sniffed then propped himself up on his elbow. "I think | figured out what happened." 
Of course he had. Jon always figured shit out. He was tenacious. He didn't give up. 


"IFs, like, busy season or something," Jon went on, keeping his voice low. "They've all been writing. So we've been 


pulled around a bunch. | think it's just been more confusing for you than usual.” 
Oh." 
That made sense. He had to marvel at the way Jon could keep a level head through it all 


"So, that's what's happening?" Richie whispered, keeping his eyes on the ceiling because it was clean and white 
and easy to look at. "We're in a few different stories right now?" 


Jon hesitated, so Richie looked over. 

"Well" Jon smiled tentatively. "I think we've just been in one for the past day or two." 
Richie furrowed his brow. That made no sense. "Then why has it been so crazy?" 
Jon sighed. "Its Sassyjumper. 

"Assy Humper?" 

"Sassy. Jumper. 


Oh Right ... Oh, shit 


Richie groaned. "Oh, no -- her? That chick is way too angsty." 
Jon shushed him. "Be quiet.” 


"Stop telling me what to do," Richie groused, as it finally registered that he was still strapped down. "And get 
these fucking things off me." 


He yanked on the cuffs a couple times before another realization hit him. It couldn't be her in control. This 
story had too much fucking, and not a single gratuitous reference to ‘BOs pop culture. No pointless, desperate- 
to-be-witty dialogue. 

"Jonny," he whispered. "Are you sure it's her?" 

Jon nodded solemnly. "She's writing a parody. Well, kinda-sorta. Not entirely." 

Richie groaned again. For Christ's sake. 


"Its for a challenge on Rockfic," Jon explained. 


Richie's heart jumped into his throat. "Oh, fuck. Is it Kinkmas?" He tugged on his restraints. "Jon, | swear to 
God, if you pee on me, I'll kill you." 


Jon wrinkled his nose. "Ew." 

"Jon" Richie didn't try to hide the fear in his voice. "Please. | wanna get up." 

"Hey." Jon cupped his cheek. "Don't freak out. It's fine. We just hafta ride out the rest of the story." 
Richie shook his head. He wasn't sure why, but panic was setting in. 

“Jonny, | can't." 


Jon shushed him again then flashed a smile, full of phony cheer. "Of course you can We always get through." 


Richie shut his eyes, because he felt the tears coming again -- and he couldn't let Jon see him like that. He 
couldn't let anyone see him like that. 


"Rich." 


Richie swallowed and took a few breaths to compose himself. When he opened his eyes, Jon was peering at him 
with such worry etched into his features, he felt the pain in his own body. So he tried to make it better. Tried 
to do his job. 


"OK," he agreed. "You're right" He willed himself to smile a litle. "She's not gonna turn you into a vampire again, 


is she?" 

Jon eyed him skeptically then slowly returned the smile. "No, that's not her. That's the other one .. Pigpen?" 
"Pigpen?" 

Jon looked off to the side. "Wait. That's wrong ... Inkpen?" 


"Oh, right," Richie said, remembering. "| get those two mixed up. They both make us wait, like, forty-eight 
chapters for the sex." 


Jon's smile widened. "Yeah. The bitches." 

Richie sensed his muscles relaxing a bit. Maybe it would be fine. At least the real Jon was here now -- 
"Rich" Jon sat up all the way and sighed wearily. "| hafta go away for a little while. OK?" 

Richie's throat went dry. "What? You're not gonna leave me like this, are you?" 


Jon rubbed the back of his neck. "Just for a little bit. We need to finish this thing." He glanced toward the 


window. "You don't wanna be stuck here forever, do you?" 
Richie just stared, disbelieving. 
"You know how it is." Jon pushed to his feet. "| have to be angsty Jon for a while.” 


Richie watched as Jon busied himself with pulling on his too-tight jeans. "I just hafta sit in a chair by the 


window and have a quick existential crisis, or whatever. Just a couple chapters or so. | won't be long" 


He zipped up and started hunting for his too-tight sleeveless shirt. "Eventually I'll realize you have human 


feelings, too. We won't explore them, though, ‘cause my feelings matter more than yours.” 


Jon nabbed his shirt from the floor then yanked it over his head. He turned to face Richie, telegraphing an 
apology with his eyes. "You know how it goes by now." 


Richie nodded. He did. 
Jon smiled faintly. "And then I'll find you, and we'll have sex. All's well that ends well .. You know.’ 


Richie pressed his lips together. He didn't know any such thing. 


"Jonny, don't leave me here." 


Jon cast his eyes down. "I'll be right back." He swiped some hair away from his face. "I've never left you 


behind." 


Richie had to look away. The words sounded true, but he couldn't be sure. He couldn't trust them. 
‘I'd never leave you," Jon said, but it was barely above a whisper. 


When Richie turned to look for him, he was gone. 


Six 


Still daylight. 


It didn't seem right. It seemed like so much time had passed it should be night by now. Jon should've been back 
by now. 


But maybe that was just his perception Maybe only an hour or so had gone by. 

How the fuck would | know? 

Even if he had his watch on, it's not like he could see it. He started flexing his hands again. He figured he 
should do something to keep the blood flowing. He'd moved through the pins-and-needles phase in his arms, and 


now he could only feel some weird blend of pain and numbress. 


He couldn't help wondering if it was possible to lose your arms this way .. for them to just die from too little 


circulation. He could never play guitar again .. Right? 

Rick Allen drummed with one arm, but Richie had never heard of an armless guitarist. 
He started giggling, even though it wasn't exactly funny. Christ Im cracking up. 

He lifted his head as much as he could. "Jonny!" 


He'd been trying that for a while now, thinking Jon must be in a room nearby. He wouldn't leave the place 


completely -- That would be seriously fucked-up. 
Richie dropped his head to the pillow. / have to pee. 

The irony was not lost on him .. that he was going to end up lying in his own puddle, and not Jon's after all 
"Joke's on me." 

And now Im talking out loud to myself -- 


There was a creaking sound -- maybe a floorboard -- and Richie instantly lifted his head. "Jon? .. Hey, you 
there?" 


Nothing. Richie shivered as a chill swept through his skin. He glanced at the window by the bed, thinking it 
might be open. It wasn't. 


So he waited, listening intently -- 

Another creak. From the hallway, he was almost sure. 

"Jon?" 

Nothing. 

"C'mon, man" 

Richie pulled on the cuffs for the hundredth time. "Jon? ... You little shit, lim gonna kill you." 


Another creak, sounding closer, and Richie tugged again, twisting his body to try to get a better angle. His 
heart was racing, even though it was stupid. He was just hearing sounds in an old rickety space. That's all. 


"You little shit," he muttered again. Tugged again. And again. 


"Fuck" Richie let his weight sag into the mattress .. shut his eyes and pursed his lips .. tried to slow his 
breathing. 


Its fine. Calm the fuck down 
When he opened his eyes, there was nothing. Just total darkness. 
"Jon!" It slipped out, and he immediately hated himself for it -- calling out like some helpless little kid 


But he couldn't really help it, because it suddenly felt like there was no air, and it was fucking scary. And weird 
-- that the air would leave just because the light was gone. He couldn't breathe in the dark. 


Calm down 

He pursed his lips again and made himself inhale and exhale. Inhale and exhale. 

It had to be some godforsaken fanfic thing. It was just Sassy-fucking-jumper messing with him -- the unholy 
bitch. Some of them wrote him as a twenty-four-hour fuck machine. Some of them made him a loyal puppy 
who catered to Jon's every need. She made him .. a pathetic sap who had nothing to do but wait for Jon 
This time was a little over-the-top, though. 


My feelings matter more than yours. That's what Jon had said. 


"Yeah. No kidding." 


Richie closed his eyes. Maybe when he opened them again, the light would be back. 


FKK 


Ugh! My muse is gone. 
Richie's eyes flew open. "Who's there?" 


He wasn't sure if he'd been asleep, but he was still engulfed in pitch-blackness, and the air was still too thin. 


And no one answered his question 

The well is dry. | think Im done. 

"The fuck?" Richie drew his knees up, curling into himself protectively. "Who's there?" 
Dont be a drama queen You just need some inspiration 


The voices were definitely female, but he didn't recognize them. He couldn't tell exactly where they were in the 


room, either -- He just knew they sounded close. 

There was a dramatic sigh. / guess / mean, ve been watching old interviews on Youtube. Its just not helping 
OK. Have you watched any gay porn? 

Of course! 

Right, right: 


Richie blinked into the dark, trying to make out some kind of form .. anything. But he could only move his head 


so much. And what the hell would he do if he did see someone? 

Have you considered a cross-over? Y'know, bring in another band to spice things up? 

Eh 

Don't ‘eh’ me. Think about it. You'll get readers from two fandoms. You'll get so many hits and reviews, itll be nuts 


Huh .. Thats true. 


Right? Use a guy from GnR -- or all of them! They have the biggest fandom 

Hmm, | dunno. | dont really know much about GnR. 

Richie winced as a high-pitched giggle pierced his eardrums. 

Whats to know? They all have dicks, right? 

True. Thats five new cocks | could introduce as characters. 

Thats five new cocks you could introduce to Jons ass 

"Ugh." Richie recoiled into himself even more. 

More giggling. Oh, stop! Youre terrible. 

What? Im being real People wanna read about the many and varied ways that Jon's ass can be invaded, 
You do have a point 


OF course | do. Plus, you can have Richie go into a jealous rage. He can storm into the hotel room or whatever, and 
catch Jon with one of ‘em. And then he can go all caveman and claim Jon as his Because he has the biggest cock 


of them all 
True. That's why Jon will always come back to him. 
Exactly. There's no cock quite Ike the King's cock 


Richie started laughing before he realized what he was doing. He clamped his mouth shut, but the voices had 
already stopped. He lay there frozen, wondering if they could see him. Find him. 


He listened for the sound of creaking floorboards. 
lm starting a new fic. 


"Shit" Richie nearly jumped out of his skin at the sound -- a new voice -- that seemed to be right beside his 
bed. 


Awesome. What's the plot? 


There isn't one. But its gonna be from Richie's point-of-view. 


Ooo! | love getting his POV. 
Richie's heart was pounding. They felt so damn close. But it seemed like they couldn't see or hear him .. Yet. 


| know. That way, we get to hear him daydream about how perfect Jonny is. How he's the most stunningly 


gorgeous human to ever walk the earth, 
Mmm. How he's so fragile and lacking in self-confidence. 
Richie snorted. 


How he's so kind -- especially to children, animals and the elderly. How he helps the homeless, just by smiling at 
them. 


Yeah | love it when Richie marvels over how lucky he is that Jon even gives hm the time of the day. 
Richie rolled his eyes so hard, it hurt a little. 
| know! Its so sweet when Richie worries that he's not good enough for Jonny. Because, well, he isn’t 


"Fuck that" Richie cringed as soon as the words were out. Jon was always warning him his big mouth would 


get him into trouble one day .. 

But the voices didn't seem to notice him. 

Aww, poor Richie! | think he's adorable, though. Those dimples! 

Oh, he is! He's the cutest. h all my fics, | make sure Jon calls hm ‘cute. But Jonny is just .. God. 
‘Oh, please," Richie groaned. 


Again, the voices quieted, and his whole body tensed. The air around him had changed, and he felt a crawling 
sensation in his skin -- like something was about to touch him. He held his breath. 


lm writing a sex scene, and its a real bitch 

Richie turned his head to the left. It was a new voice, on the other side of the bed. 
How come? 

All the reasons. For one, | cant decide if it should be non-con, dub-con or regular. 


What's the pairing? 


Jon and Richie, of course. 
"Oh, no," Richie murmured. 


Hmm. | don't think non-con would go over very well. If you wanna get rape-y, you should bring in a Motley Crue 
guy to do it. 


"Jesus" Richie squeezed his legs together. 

Nah, that seems too complicated So you think it should be plain old sex? 

Maybe. Or some hot dub-con could be nice. Obviously, it would be Richie dub-con-ing Jon 
Obviously. Jonny isnt capable of such a thing 

Richie let his head loll. "For fuck's sake." 

k it a first-time? 

Yep. 


Perfect! So Jonny can be all scared and trembling and just lie there, because he's a virgin. And Richie can use his 
ginormous hands to pin him down People go for that big-time. 


Qoo, yeah! 


"Why do you people think | have huge hands!" Richie asked the darkness, because he'd always wanted to know. 
"Have you ever looked at Jon's fat-ass hands? It's like he's carrying hams." 


No response. 


And maybe Jonny can like it so much, he immediately asks Richie to enter a dom-sub relationshp with him. And 
Richie's lke, Oh, hell-to-the- yeah’ 


Richie scoffed. Right: Jon wouldn't even listen to his hair-styling advice. 


| dunno. That would open up a whole can of kinky worms. Id have to do a sequel, which means Id have to do a 


bunch of dom-sub research -- to make sure everything is totally realistic. 
Richie bit the insides of his cheeks, hard. 


Again, the voices faded. But he knew better than to think he was -- 


OK, help me out 


This voice seemed to be farther away -- in the room, but the toward the door. He supposed he could thank 


God for small favors. 

Which is hotter? Fisting or double penetration? 

Richie hissed, reflexively clenching his butt cheeks. 
Tough call. Who is it? 

don, of course. 

Well, duh | mean who's giving it to him? 

Richie -- Duh 

| mean, if its double penetration Who's the other guy? 
Oh | dunno. Some other rock cock .. Does it matter? 
| guess not. Jon's not picky. 


Richie stared into the abyss -- his mind reeling from the hard left he'd just taken, from Blushing Virgin Jon to 


Double Penetration Jon. 

True. And lord knows Richie wouldn't care. 

‘Oh, | care." He didn't give a shit about containing his big mouth anymore. 
Someone giggled. Nope! Not our little man-slut: 


Richie yanked on the cuffs, grunting in frustration. What did he ever do to Sassy-fucking-jumper for her to 
keep him trapped in this hell? Did he not answer the fan letter she wrote when she was twelve? 


"Well, l'm sorry. OK?" 
There was no answer. Not a sound. Not even a creaky floorboard. 
"Jon?" He hadn't tried in a while, and he had nothing to lose. "Can you hear me?" 


He waited in the silence, for what seemed like a long time but probably wasn't. 


"You said you'd never leave me." 

Richie angled his head to hide his face, even though no one could see it. He couldn't stand being so pathetic. 
Oh God, a female voice whined softly -- somewhere near the foot of the bed. 

"No more," Richie groaned, keeping his head buried. 

Im eight-million words in, and | have no idea where to take this | just keep writing dialogue. 

You'll figure it out. You always do. 


| guess. But Im not sure what Jon should brood over next. He could have some kind of anxiety attack over being 


outed -- but that's so done. 

OK, this is just a suggestion You could have him stop brooding 
Huh? But then what will he do? 

| dunno. Be happy? 

Happy? 

Yeah. Why not? 


The other one hemmed and hawed before answering. / mean, I could bring Mrs. Sambora back. She's cute and 


people like her. 

Richie growled. "Leave my mom alone." 

There you go! Then what? 

Um .. | don’t know. Im not really sure what happy people do. 

Oh OK. Well .. Happy people laugh, and go out, and try new things, and -- 
Hang on Let me write this down 

lm pretty sure happy people have sex. 


Oh ... Right. There was a heavy sigh. God, | hate writing sex scenes. That's why | always wait till the last chapter. 


Richie realized it had to be Sassyjumper or Pigpen. 

Yeah 

Its so awkward | can't deal with the throbbing veins and purpling tips and white-hot cum explosions. 

Richie wrinkled his nose. "Me, either, girl." 

Then dont. You don't have to write about bodily fluids 

| know. But its not just the cum geysers | feel ike Ihave fo write things a certain way, even if | dont want fo. | 
think it all goes back to deep-seated childhood issues that have made me a compulsive people-pleaser who worries 
about the ways in which strangers see me. | might sometimes project those insecurities onto Jon, which results in 
constant internal monologues -- even during sex scenes, which | know violates fanfic rules but | cant help myself. 
Meanwhile, Richie stands by patiently and preferably wearing a towel, waiting for me -- | mean, Jon -- fo slowly 
resolve said issues over the course of thousands upon thousands of words. 

Um .. OK, yeah. That sounds like you. 


Another weary sigh. / should probably just stop writing 


Richie lifted his head, peering at the foot of the bed "Well, you better write us the fuck out of this before 


you quit. Do you hear me?" 
Nothing. 
Richie let his head drop back. "Jon! Do you hear me?" 


The silence was so heavy he could feel it on his skin, weighing his body down. He couldn't remember the last 
time he'd been this alone. Or he didn't want to remember ... 


He squeezed his eyes shut and tried to focus on taking one breath at a time. He just had to wait. Be patient 
and wait it out. It was like Jon said .. They always got through. 


FKK 


"Holy mother of God!" 


Richie woke up with a gasp, automatically trying to sit up before remembering he was trapped. The first thing 
he noticed was the light .. sunlight flooding through the window, so strong that he had to squint against it. The 
second thing he noticed was the four women standing around the bed, gaping at him. 


"What the fuck?" he yelped, drawing his legs up to cover himself. 


The women continued to stare, frozen and unblinking. For a moment, Richie thought they might be a figment of 
his imagination. 


Then one of them broke into a grin and started fanning her face. "Sweet baby Jesus. Its 1992 Richie Sambora, 
naked and tied to a bed" 


She turned to the others. "Girls, we have died and gone to heaven" 


Seven 


Count fo ten -- no, twenty. Hl open my eyes, they won't be there. 

His memory of these things was foggy, but it seemed like he'd once done that when he was stuck in one of 
those fics .. the kind where he liked hurting people and had no soul. He'd closed his eyes and somehow refused. 
Just refused. That was all .. He was almost positive. And in the end, it became one of those fics that ended up 
buried and forgotten in someone's computer. 

He was pretty sure .. 

"Richie?" 

Shit 


He peeled one eye open. "Shit" He automatically twisted his body and pulled his feet in closer to hide any stray 
bits. "What are you doing here?" 


The woman closest to the bed -- the only one who'd managed to speak -- held her hands up. "No idea. Maybe 
we all did die. And y'know? | am totally fine with that." 


The others remained in a stupor, and Richie found himself similarly paralyzed, his breath trapped in his chest. 
They're just chicks. | can handle chicks 


Except that these chicks had apparently materialized out of thin air .. and were now surrounding his bed .. that 
he was helplessly strapped onto. 


Ím gonna fucking kill you, Jon, 
"Richie?" He darted his eyes to the side as one of them stepped forward. "Hi." She waved. "H-how are you?" 


She had an Australian accent, so he instantly knew which one she was .. Bob Jovi? No. Something like that, 
though. 


When he failed to answer, the color rose in her cheeks. "Um -- OK, then. Anyway, l'm Bnejovi. Pleased to meet 


you, Richie." 
She gestured toward the woman at her side, her hand clearly trembling. "And this is Jules O'Hara." 


Jules blinked a couple times then shook her head, like she was trying to restart her brain. "Oh. Yeah, | am." She 


gave him a tentative wave. "Hi, Richie." 

"And that's CrazylnBC over there," Bnejovi continued, nodding toward the talkative one. 

"Hola!" 

Bnejovi put her hands on her hips. "And by the way, Crazy -- Its great to see you! Where have you been” 


Crazy raised her hands again, palms splayed -- displaying an impressive manicure, Richie had to admit. “Girl. 


I've been everywhere, doing everything Sorry I've been on the DL" 
"We miss you," Jules chimed in. "Your reviews are better than most stories on Rockfic." 
Bnejovi giggled. "Oh, Jules." 


Richie simply watched the scene unfold like a movie, unable to break in -- just like every time before. He had 


words, but no power to say them. 
He heard someone clear her throat. 
"Oh!" Bnejovi exclaimed. "I got sidetracked, sorry! Richie, this is Lyndy .. um, Sambora 


The fourth woman, who'd been standing farthest away, ambled a little closer, arms folded tightly. She said 


nothing, but gave him a quick, uncertain smile. 
Bnejovi shifted awkwardly on her feet. "So anyway .. That's us." 


Richie licked his lips. "How --" His voice was so weak and raspy, it sounded like someone else. "How did you get 


in here" 
Bnejovi shrugged. "It's like Crazy said -- We don't know. We just landed here somehow." 


"Here's a better question, Richard!" Crazy's voice startled him. "How did you get into your current situation? 
Not that I'm complaining -- Hell no." 


Richie hesitated, unsure whether he should tell the truth. "Um .. Jon and | were --" 
Bnejovi and Jules squealed. 


"Ohmygod, Jonny!" Jules clapped her hands and bounced on her toes. "Where is he? Is he naked, too? Ohmygod, 
if he's naked, I'll drop dead" 


"Please do!" Crazy approved. "Less competition for moi Holy flaming shit balls -- Naked 1992 Jon Bon Jovi?! 


Girls, this truly is heaven" 
"Crazy?" Bnejovi interjected. "How do you know it's 1992?" 


Crazy pointed toward the chair by the window, where Richie's clothes were strewn. "Rose-covered jeans. Its 


92 or B" 

As the others murmured in understanding, Crazy grinned down at him. "Richard, you are the only man who can 
pull those things off" She brought a hand to her chin, in mock thoughtfulness. "Or actually, it sounds like 
you're insinuating Jonny boy can pull ‘em off, too." 


She turned toward the others. "If thats what's going on, | am making popcorn and pullin’ up a chair." 


Bnejovi laid both hands on her chest. "Oh, my gosh! Really, girls, | might be having a heart attack" She closed 


her eyes, whispering. "Please, please, don't let me die before naked Jon gets here." 

Suddenly Jules was hovering over him. "Richie?" There was a edge of desperation in her voice. "Where's Jonny?" 
"| don't know," Richie replied without thinking. "I mean .. He left." 

"Left?" Jules demanded. "What do you mean, left? 


"Hold please!" Crazy cut in. "That makes no kind of sense. Who gets 1992 Richie Sambora naked and tied to a 
bed, then leaves the building? That's the definition of insanity, am | right?" 


Richie felt his leq muscles starting to cramp from the strain of staying curled in. But like hell was he was 
going to lay himself out on display. 


"He -- he didn't wanna leave." 
"What happened?" Jules exclaimed, clearly growing distressed. "Did someone fake him?" 


Richie shifted, trying to get more comfortable without unleashing the goods. "No. It just wasn't his choice." He 
sighed wearily. "Y'know .. ‘Cause we're in a fanfic." 


A heavy silence fell over the room as they all stared at him in shock. 
Shit. He'd just figured they knew. 


"What?" It was Lyndy, finally speaking up. Everyone turned as she approached the bed. "Did you just say we're 
in a fanfic” 


Richie clenched and unclenched his fists. "Well, uh .. That's what Jon said. He thinks Sassyjumper's writing it" 


A collective groan erupted. 

"Angst ahoy," Lyndy muttered, rolling her eyes. 

"Oh, no! Does that mean she has Jon?" Jules despaired. "She'll keep him in a dark corner for eighty-thousand 
never-ending words, using him as a vessel to work out her own personality flaws and insecurities, while 
laboring to give the whole thing a lame overarching metaphor that's never fully developed" She took a deep 
breath. "Oh, God" 

Bnejovi moaned like she was in pain. "Bloody hell.” 


Crazy nodded solemnly. "This is bad. Richard? Do you have any idea where Jon might be? Or if he's still naked?" 


Richie had no chance to answer because Lyndy was suddenly very animated. "Wait -- wait a minute. Let's not 
get distracted from the actual problem here." 


The others looked at her expectantly, and she raised an eyebrow. "We're in a fanfic" 
When that got no reaction, Lyndy sighed "Are any of you curious as to how the hell that could happen?" 


Crazy threw her hands up. "Hey. | don't put anything past that Sassyjumper. I've been suspicious of her since 


day uno." 
Lyndy crossed her arms. "What? You think she has supernatural powers?" 


"No ideal" Crazy chirped. "But | gotta say, if this is how she chooses to use ‘em, | ain't mad" She smiled slyly. 
"Are you?" 


Lyndy's face reddened in a flash. "Well .. About him? No." She bit her lip and looked toward the window. "But 


being trapped in a fanfic is kind of concerning.” 

Richie opened his mouth, but stopped himself from saying it out loud. From telling them that this wasn't new. 
That it happened to him and Jon all the time, and they'd never figured out the how. Maybe they'd never even 
tried .. His memory wasn't all that trustworthy about these things. 


Jules huffed. "Can we worry about it later? We need to find Jon. Anyway, | can't see how this could possibly 
be a fanfic." 


"Why?" Crazy challenged. 


"If it were, Jonny would be tied to the bed. Everyone knows that's the rule." 


"She's got a point," Bnejovi conceded. 


Jules nodded. "And Richie would either be worshipping him or whipping him. Depends on the author, but those 


are the choices." 
"True, true," Bnejovi affirmed 
Lyndy smiled tightly. "OK. So where do you think we are?" 


Jules shrugged. "I dunno. But if we find naked Jon, then | think Crazy's right. We all died tragically, at the same 


time, and this is heaven" 


Surely," Bnejovi agreed. "| say we find Jon now, then worry about the whole maybe-we're-in-a-fanfic thing 


later." 


I'm downl" Crazy enthused, returning her attention to Richie. "He must be in the house somewhere, Richard. | 


mean, fanfic or not he'd hafta be certifiable to wander very far from you." 
Richie blinked. All this time, he'd been hoping Jon was close, that he'd be back any second. Now he was afraid 
that if Jon did walk in, these chicks would accidentally tear him limb from limb. He'd seen fangirl mobs in action 


too many times. 


Plus, there was the reality. The sinking sensation in his gut that Jon really wasn't anywhere nearby. That he 


couldn't make his way back. Otherwise, he would've by now. 


"He's gone," Richie said firmly, ignoring the fleeting ache in his chest. "He told me he had to leave because 


that's the plot. | don't know when he'll be back" 
He winced as cries of distress and outrage hit his ears. "Hey," he gritted out. "Hey -- Listen" 


He waited till he had their attention. "Can you help me outta these things?" He tugged on the cuffs. "I can't feel 


my arms." 

He watched as they all looked at each other, eyes wide and wordlessly consulting. 

Fucking seriously? 

"C'mon," he pleaded, voice cracking. "I've been stuck like this for -- fuck if | know how long." 
Bnejovi smiled nervously. "Richie, the thing is .. If this Æ a fic, we can't, y'know .." 


"What?" Richie snapped. 


"We can't fuck with it," Crazy declared. 
Richie stared, not sure he'd heard right. 
Bnejovi shrugged. "It's not our fic." 


Jules crossed her arms and started pacing. "And if we untie him, he'll run. He'll get away. And if he gets away, 
what'll happen to us? What if Sassyjumper decides to punish us and leaves us here or something?" 


"Nah." Bnejovi waved her off. "I think she's just moody -- not so much a psychopath." 


Jules stopped in her tracks. "But what /f? She shook her head. "No. We can't let him up." 


"l agree!" Crazy exclaimed. "l, for one, cling to the hope that 1992 Jon is gonna walk through that door wearing 


nothin’ but leather chaps and a smile. And on a steel horse he will ride." 


Richie felt an anger bubbling to the surface, and he didn't have the will to contain it. "Are you fucking nuts? 
It's a fucking fanfic" He yanked on the cuffs, making the bed frame whine. "I'm real" 


He shut his eyes and pulled with all his might. "lm real, and | can't feel my arms. And | hafta piss. And | can't 


God, stop whining, you baby. 

Richie's eyes flew open. "Jon?" 

"What?" someone shrieked. "Where? 

Richie scanned the room. He'd heard Jon -- He'd know that bitchy tone anywhere. 
"Richie, did you see him?" 

"Come on," someone -- maybe Jules -- said impatiently. "Let's just look" 


Richie closed his eyes again, trying to shut out the sudden furor in the room. He was sure he'd heard Jon, but 


maybe it was just in his head .. Probably. 
Im losing my mind 
Sounds like it 


Richie gasped, then immediately pressed his lips together. It couldn't really be him, could it? 


Jesus Christ, of course its me. 
Richie felt a swell in his chest, dangerously close to a sob, and he had to hold his breath to keep it inside. 
So. You gonna say somethin’? Jon asked, trying to sound as annoyed as possible. 


Richie's lips started trembling, and he was struck by how much it was affecting him -- just hearing the sound 


of Jon's voice again. 

"You .. How?" he whispered shakily. 

Jon shushed him. Dont talk out loud, idiot. 
Richie shook his head a little. Fuck off 


See? How hard was that? 


He could hear the smile in Jon's voice, and he wanted to smile back. But then a strange weight began to wrap 


around his body, and it was harder for his lungs to take in air. 

Where are you? He tried to stay calm. Tried to breathe. You left me here. 
No, | didnt Jon sounded defensive. / just .. | can't find the way back. 
Richie's whole body tensed. "What?" He couldn't help saying it out loud. 
"Richie?" 

No. He kept his eyes squeezed shut. He couldn't get sidetracked. 

What do you mean you can't fnd the way? Since when do we hafta fnd our way? Things just happen, right? 
There was no answer, and his heartbeat skipped. Jonny? 

Nb, Jon replied, but his voice sounded much farther away. Not always. 
Richie felt himself starting to panic at the fading connection. 

What the fuck does that mean? 

No answer. 


"Richie?" It was a feminine voice, right above him. 


He refused to open his eyes. No. von, what do you mean? 
Silence. 

Dont leave, Jon 

"Richie? Are you OK? Open your eyes." 

"Leave me alone,” Richie growled, then tried to refocus. 
Jon. What the fuck am | supposed to do? 

Nothing. 


Someone came into the room then, breathing heavily. "He's not here. This place is tiny -- He can't be hiding 


anywhere." 

There were groans of disappointment, and the weight that was cocooning Richie's body got a little heavier. 
He's gone. 

He let his eyes flutter open, and there they all were, watching him. Waiting for something. 

| told you," he muttered. “I've been telling you." 

Bnejovi put her hands on her hips. "Richie, | feel like you're mad at us." 

Richie blinked. "Wow. You sense that?" 

"Well, that's hardly fair," she protested. "We aren't writing this. We're not in control." 


| sure as hell ain't," Crazy broke in. "It's true, Richie -- We're trapped in here with you." She sidled up to the 
bed. "But let me reiterate, | am currently one-thousand-percent OK with that." 


Lyndy sighed. "This is ridiculous. Are we supposed to just .. hang out here?" 


Crazy shrugged a shoulder. "I guess. Speaking of, Richard, don't you wanna stretch those long legs out and get 


more comfortable?" 
He glared at her, and she took a step back "Yeesh. Someone's lost his sense of his humor." 


"Will you just leave him alone?" Lyndy scolded. 


"Hey, hey, youre not writing this fanfic. You can't control what | say." 
"If only." 

“Girl, please --" 

"Oh my God!" 


They all looked toward the window where Jules was standing, her hand on her forehead. "I can't believe it took 


me so long to think of it" 
"What?" Bnejovi pressed. 


Jules dropped her hand, a smile slowly spreading across her face. "| have an idea" 


Eight 
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Richie held his breath, dreading whatever fresh hell was about to unfold 

Jon? Swear to God, if you leave me here . 

What? He wasn't exactly in position to issue threats to anyone. He was trapped 
"OK," Lyndy said slowly. "So what's your idea?" 


"Is so obvious," Jules declared, her smile taking on a whiff of smugness. "I'm surprised none of you have 


thought of it." 
Lyndy sighed. "Just tell us." 


Jules glanced at Richie then stepped closer to the others. "Well, | was thinking .. if Sassyjumper can manipulate 


space and time by writing a fanfic, then we should be able to do it, too. Right?" 
Richie's gut clenched. Oh, God 
‘Oh my gosh!" Bnejovi gasped. "You really think so?" 


Jules shrugged. "Why should Sassyjumper be special? | mean, she was the last one to join Rockfic. Why would 
she be able to drag Jonny and Richie into her fics, if we can't?" 


"Truth." Crazy nodded. "Although, as mentioned, | do think something's off with that girl." 

Jules pulled a face. "Whatever. | don't see any reason we can't do it, too." 

"Wait a minute!" Crazy squawked, turning toward the bed. "Richard? Has this ever happened to you before?" 
Richie hesitated, thrown by the unexpected attention 

"Um. I'm not ." 


"Ohmygod!" Jules exclaimed, her face lighting up. "Its happened before, hasn't it? Whose fic have you been in? 


Whose” 
Richie closed his eyes. Even if he wanted to, he wouldn't be able to remember. He always came out of these 
things in a fog and nursing a raging headache, like the morning after a bender. Sometimes he'd even think 


that's what happened -- that he'd tried to drink himself into oblivion again. 


Someone else squealed. "Oh, Richie, is it true?" Bnejovi moved to the foot of the bed. "Were you ever in the 


France series?" 


Richie saw the hope in her eyes, and for an insane moment, he didn't want to disappoint her. They were 


supposed to make the fans happy, after all .. 


Go on endless tours, churn out record after record, each indiscernible from the last -- like ridiculously well- 


paid factory workers. 
"Richie?" 


"Um." He had to shut his eyes again. The familiar dull pain was resurfacing, and he wanted to rub his temples, 


but his hands were useless. 
What was the question? France? 


Maybe they'd been there. The truth was, he wasn't always sure which of his memories were real, and which 


were fantasies -- or someone else's memories. 


"Um." He curled his fingers, just to see if he could still move them. "Maybe. | .. ls that the one where | cooked 
all the time?" 


Jules was at his bedside in a flash, smiling excitedly. "Yes! So you and Jon were there? Ohmygod, Bnejovi, they 


were there! 
Bnejovi scurried to the other side of the bed. "Do you remember anything else? Did Jonny like it?" 


Richie licked his lips. "You know | can't cook, right? Like, not at all" For some reason, it mattered -- He wanted 


them to know that. 
‘Oh, we don't carel" Jules brushed it off. "We just love it when you take care of Jonny and make him happy.” 
Oh. Right 


That was his job. He'd said it himself a thousand times, hadn't he? Of course, by the thousandth time, he 


wasn't even trying to mask the undertone of bitterness. Once in a while he wondered if anyone ever caught it. 


He took a deep breath. "OK. But | can't cook." 


"Duly noted, Richard!" Crazy assured. "Luckily, Fanfic Richie takes care of Jon in muchas maneras -- using your 


undisputed and well-documented skills." 


Bnejovi giggled. "Absolutely. We know we're not wrong about those skills." She fanned herself as her cheeks 
flushed. 


Richie tried to hug his calves in tighter. 
"Oh! Richie?" Bnejovi clasped her hands. "Were you in my Australia fic? Please, please, say you were." 
Richie shook his head a bit. "| can't .. It's hard to remember. | never have, like, a clear picture --" 


"Well," Bnejovi broke in, "its basically you and Jon sight-seeing and having sex in Australia. Does that ring any 
bells?" 


Richie sighed. Maybe? He had some vague recollection like that, but he couldn't be sure. He could never be 


sure. 
‘Sort of," he ventured. "Is that the one where | did Jon, like, six times a day?" 
Crazy started cackling. "You'll have to be way more specific! You just described ninety percent of Jovi fic.” 


She sidled up to be shoulder-to-shoulder with Jules. "Richard, in this particular tale, you rammed a cucumber 


up your arse. Are bells being rung?" 


Richie couldn't help hissing at her words. Yeah, that rang a bell or two, though the details were mercifully 
sketchy. 


"Crazy!" Bnejovi chided. "That's just rude." 

Crazy's eyebrows shot up. "What? / didn't write it" 

Bnejovi bit her lip and peered at Richie, seeming distraught. "| didn't know! I'm sorry, Richie. Did -- did it hurt?" 
Richie looked away, past the others and toward the window. It was still daylight. How could that be? 

"| don't wanna talk about it” 


Or really, he couldn't. He wasn't like Jon. He couldn't keep a million things straight in his head. He couldn't focus 


and file everything into neat compartments. He couldn't -- 


"Oh, shif" Crazy's voice pulled him back into the room. "Have you boys ever been stuck in a really kinky one? 
Like, when you have Jon in your sex dungeon? Poor Jonny, haha!" 


"Crazy! Stop." 
Richie kept gazing at the light. "Ask Jon," he heard himself say. "He remembers things.’ 
"Yes!" Jules exclaimed. "Thats what l'm trying to say -- We can take control. We can get Jon back!" 


Richie glanced up to see her smiling at him. "This is perfect!" She looked around at the others. "All we have to 


do is write our own fic." 

"Like, a counter-fic?" Bnejovi asked 

"Exactly!" Jules grinned. "It'll be fun! We've never all done a collaborative fic together. 
Collaborative?" Lyndy repeated, wrinkling her nose. "That's not really my thing.’ 
Bnejovi made a fsk sound. "Lyndy, it's fun | do it all the time." 

"Yeah. | know." 

"What about me?" Crazy interjected. "Im not an author, but | have a dgillion ideas!" 


Bnejovi turned to her and smiled indulgently. "You can totally be part of the creative process, Crazy. And the 


authors will take care of the words." 

Crazy pumped a fist. "Boo-yah!" 

"This is exciting!" Bnejovi proclaimed. "Lyndy, you're in, aren't you?" 

Lyndy crossed her arms and eyed Richie for a moment. "Um .. Yeah, OK" 


"Yay!" Jules clapped her hands. "Our fic is gonna kick this fic's ass. Let's get started" She glanced around the 
room. "Did anyone bring their laptop?" 


Silence. 
Lyndy smiled wanly. "I forgot to grab it as | was being dragged through that hole in the space-time continuum." 
Crazy looked skyward. "Balls! We're in 1992! Y'all we're gonna hafta find an inkwell and a quill" 


"Well, maybe there's a typewriter," Bnejovi said hopefully. "Richie, do you know if there's one in the house?" 


Richie worked up a Jon-level stank eye. "Haven't had a chance to check." 
Jules huffed. "We'll just have to write on paper, like in the olden days." 


She strode to the nightstand and yanked open a drawer. "There have to be some notebooks around. Jon is a 


poet -- He needs to be able to write the moment inspiration strikes." 
Richie rolled his eyes as Bnejovi and Crazy scattered to join the hunt. 
"Richie?" Jules inquired, rooting around the drawer. "Do you know where Jon keeps his notebooks?" 


Richie sighed. "Listen," he murmured, changing tactics. "I'm really uncomfortable. Can you please pull the blanket 


over me?" 
Jules looked up from her mission, wide-eyed. "Oh. Sure." 


She moved to the foot of the bed to unfurl the blanket from its jumble, and Crazy groaned from across the 


room. "Aw, man! But we came all the way from 2019, Richard!" 


"Don't mind her, Richie," Jules soothed -- even as she clearly tried to catch an eyeful before draping the 


blanket over him. 


Richie slowly stretched out his legs and turned onto his back, hearing his spine crack along the way -- 


grateful for the marginal relief. 


"Just cover his private parts!" Crazy ordered. "So we still get a view of that smooth chest. Lord knows he ain't 
shy about his nipples!” 


Jules bobbed her head a little. "True." She tugged the blanket down to his waist. "That's better. Are you 


comfortable now, Richie?" 

Richie gritted his teeth, trying to keep his temper in check. No, he wasn't fucking comfortable. He was -- 
He flinched as a yelp echoed off the walls. 

"Sweet Jesus on a pogo stick!" 

Richie craned his neck to see Crazy holding up two Kinky Pleasures shopping bags. 

Oh, shit. 


He let his head drop in despair as gasps and giggles filled the room. 


"Richard." Crazy marched into his line of sight, shaking the hot-pink merchandise. "What, pray tell, were you 
and Jonny gettin’ up to? And please spare no details!" 


Bnejovi came out of nowhere to snatch one of the bags. "Oh my gosh, what's in here?" 


She fished out the nipple clamps, and Richie recoiled as she dumped them on the bed. "Oh, my!" she giggled. 
"Who wore those? | hope it was Jonny.” 


Jules appeared then, peeping over Bnejovi's shoulder like a kid on Kinkmas. "What else is there? Keep going!" 
"We've got" -- Bnejovi drew the next item with a flourish -- "the Head Master masturbator!" 

Jules barked a laugh. "Why did you boys need that? You've got each other. 

"And that's a lot!" Crazy chimed in 


Richie clenched his jaw, knowing what was coming. And as they launched into a horrendously off-key rendition 


of the Prayer chorus, he could only beg God for the gift of deafness. 
"OK, keep going," Jules encouraged, once their laughter died down. 


"Ooo!" Bnejovi's eyes widened. "Next we have the Happy Slap rubber flogger" She gave Richie a pointed look. 
"Well, well, Mr. Sambora -- | always knew you had it in you!" 


Eh," Crazy cut in. “Technically, it would appear that Jonny boy was gettin’ ready to wield the Happy Slap!" 
Jules frowned. "Absolutely not. Jon would never do that. He wouldn't hurt a hair on Richie's head" 

‘Oh, c'mon!" Brejovi gave her a dismissive wave. "It's just good kinky fun." 

"No," Jules insisted. "He wouldn't --" 

"Uh-oh, ladies!" Crazy was staring into her bag, eyes bugging out, and Richie's stomach did a slow somersault. 


"| may have found the piece de resistance of sex toys." She whipped out a black object shaped like a spade. 
"Behold .. the Butt Throb 2000!" 


She pushed a button at the bottom of the thing, making it whirr and vibrate. Richie automatically contracted 
his butt cheeks. 


Oh, God, oh, God 


"Richard!" Crazy pretended to be scandalized as she held the thing out to him, revving it over and over. "Young 


man, what is the meaning of this?!" 

"Crazy, stop it!" Bnejovi admonished then immediately dissolved into giggles. 

"OK" Lyndy stepped forward and grabbed the vibrator from Crazy's grasp. "| think that's enough." 
Crazy rolled her eyes. "Why are you being such a kijoy™ 


The Butt Throb buzzed as Lyndy tossed it onto the bed. "I dunno." She shrugged -- somehow managing to do it 


sarcastically. "| guess this is how | act when I'm trapped in a fanfic." 


Crazy groaned. "Yeah, OK. But girl We're trapped with naked 1992 Richie Sambora The pros outweigh the cons, 
my friend" 


"And anyway," Jules interrupted, "we've got a plan Remember? Can we please get to writing now?" 


"Absolutely!" Crazy crowed before emptying the remains of the shopping bag by Richie's feet. "I think our 
muse has been well fed, ladies" She gave Richie a wink. "Let's get this party started!" 


FKK 


Jon? You there? 


Jon? Cmon. | need fo talk to you. 


He was trying not to freak out. Telling himself it was just another stupid story, and they'd come out the other 
side. Like they always did. 


But nothing like this had ever happened before. There'd always been little pieces of time where he'd kind of 
black out -- get lost is what they'd decided to call it -- and Jon would figure out how to pull him back. But 


he'd never been consciously separated from him like this before. Never stuck like this. 


And he couldn't shake the niggling feeling that Jon wasn't trying to find him anymore. That maybe he'd finally 


gotten fed up and moved on 
Moved on to where? There is nowhere. Don't freak 
It was just a story. None of it was real .. Except that he was real. Right? 


He felt real. The pain in his arms and shoulders felt pretty fucking real. His lips were so parched, they were 
cracking, and he could feel it. The ache in his low back, radiating into his legs -- He could feel it. It was real. 


He had to be real. And Jon, wherever he was -- He was real. He had to be. 


Richie's bottom lip started trembling, so he bit down. There was the coppery taste of blood. So he knew he was 


real. 


Jonny. | know you're there. 


Do you know what theyre doing? They're writing a counter-fic. 


He laughed a little -- maybe out loud. But he was sure it didn't matter. They were too immersed in their art 


to notice him. 


Jonny. Theyre trying to bring you back. Thought | should wam you. 


Rich? That you? 


This time he did laugh out loud, or maybe it was a sob. It didn't matter. He buried his face in his bicep and bit 


down on his lip again, willing himself to stay quiet. 

Jon, where the fuck have you been? 

| have no fucking clue, man 

The pain flared in Richie's temples, but he refused to let it win. 
What are you doing? What's around you? 


Jon sighed wearily. / thought | was in the house, but Im not. | just keep walking down these hallways, and every 
fime | turn a corner, its another fucking hallway that looks exactly the same as the last 


Richie could hear the strain, the anger under his words. 

And then | hear your voice and | think Im getting close. But its like, the more I walk, the farther away | get 
Richie swallowed. His throat was so dry. 

Can you hear them, too? 

Who? 

The girls. There's these four women in the room now. 

There was a beat of silence before Jon started bitching. 

Are you kidding me? Im runnin’ lke a rat in a maze, and youre kickin' back with four chicks? 

Richie felt a flare of irritation. It was just like Jon to assume shit like that. 

Hey, its not lke we're havin' an orgy here. 

Jon laughed derisively. Then what's it like? 

Well, Im still tied to the bed -- the way you left me, you asshole. 

Huh, Sounds like an orgy to me. 

Richie growled out loud. 

Believe me, its not. Theyre fanfic writers 

Again, silence, and Richie's heartbeat immediately spiked. He hated the silence. 

don? 

Im here. Fanfic writers? What the actual fuck is going on? 

The words sparked a sinking sensation in the pit of Richie's belly. He'd always counted on Jon to know what was 
happening -- to keep his head on straight and see the real from the unreal. What if they were both lost this 
time? 

Richie tossed his head to the other side, like he could shake himself free of the thought. 


don? Do you feel lke you? 


Huh? 

Do you feel lke yourself? And not lke a character, yknow? 

Um. Well, yeah 

Richie's heart started pounding into his ribs, though he wasn't sure why. 
Me, too. | have for a while -- | have control of my mind. | haven't blacked out. 


There was a pause. Thats .. good Yeah, now that | think about if, its been a while since | had to act like a girl or 
be fucked within an inch of my life. 


Richie smiled a little. Good .. Why, though? What's goin’ on? 

Í dunno, man 

Yeah, its crazy, Richie replied quickly, just to fill up the space -- just to quash the fear percolating under his 
skin / mean, these chicks .. You know what theyre doin? They say theyre writing their own fic -- one thats 
gonna bring you back 

He laughed softly as he realized that might be all he could count on now. 

Jon laughed, too, but it was hollow. That so? Jeez, this one is really fucked-up, isn’t it? 

Yep .. Jonny, keep talkin' to me, OK? 

Maybe if they kept talking, Jon wouldn't disappear again. 

Hey, you all right? | mean, are you hurt or anything? 

Richie balked, unsure how to answer. 

Well... | cant feel my hands, and my shoulders and my back are killing me. And .. 

He almost told Jon he was scared, but stopped himself in time. 

Jon sighed, sounding relieved. OK So not too bad, then? 


Richie curled and extended his fingers. No, not bad You OK? 


lm fucking pissed and sick of walking. But Im fine. 


Richie smiled again, because it was something. Good Keep talkin’ to me. Tell me what you see. 
Youre getting really annoying you know that? 


Richie shut his eyes tightly, thinking if he concentrated hard enough, he could cling to their tenuous line. Jomy, 
Just do if 


Rich? Hi keep goin: HI keep trying. OK? 

Richie nodded. OK. But keep talkin’ to me. Don't stop. 

Yeah, OK. 

Already, though, his voice was growing fainter. 

Richie licked his lips. / think youre goin’ the wrong way, Jon 
its the only way | can 

His voice was even thinner, and Richie tugged uselessly on the cuffs. 
No, you're goin’ the wrong way. Turn around, Jon 

No answer. 

Turn around. 

Nothing. 

don? 


Richie let his head slump against his arm. He couldn't remember the last time he'd felt so alone. He'd always 
patterned his days, patterned his whole life, so that he never had to be alone very long. He hated the silence. 


In the silence, he felt the full weight of his exhaustion, heavy in his bones. And there was nothing he could do, 
or take, to make it better. He couldn't even hope to fall asleep -- not with the sun still pouring through the 
window, stronger than ever. 


Not with them mapping out his fate. 


On cue, an anguished groan sounded from the other side of the room. "No! No way." 


Richie lifted his head, but couldn't see what was happening. He just knew it wasn't good. 


He heard a chair slide over the wood floor as someone stood up and huffed dramatically. "If you think l'm going 


along with that, you're crazy." 


Nine 
There were footsteps approaching so Richie pretended to be asleep, thinking the fangirls might mercifully keep 
their distance. When the sounds stopped nearby, but not too close, he took a chance on peeking. 


Jules was there, looking out the window, arms folded. And even from behind, he could read the tension in her 


body. 

"God, the sun is blinding," she grumbled, using a hand to shield her eyes. "I can barely see what's outside." 
More footsteps, and Richie shut his eyes. 

"Jules?" I+ was Bnejovi, sounding agitated. "Why are you being so moody? This was your ideal" 


"Yeah, well, | should've known better. | should've known you'd all wanna write something so .. so ... 
"What?" 
"Just .. | hate it when Jonny is turned into some mindless nympho. He's not like that." 


There was a sharp laugh. "That's not what we're doing." It was Lyndy. "There's nothing wrong with him acting 


like a man who's a rock star. A rock star who enjoys his alcohol” 
She came closer as she spoke, and Richie peeled an eye open. He never could resist a catfight. 


Jules and Lyndy were standing face-to-face. "That's not what Jonny's like," Jules repeated. "That's Richie. He's 
the drunken slut.” 


Without thinking, Richie lifted his head. Girl, what? 
Lyndy took a step in and narrowed her eyes. "Excuse me?" 


Jules glanced toward the bed before Richie could go back to fake-sleep. She cringed. "lm sorry, Richie. | didn't 
mean it that way." 


Lyndy snorted. "You meant ‘drunken slut in the positive sense?" 


"No! | didn't mean to say it at all" She looked at Richie plaintively. "lim just upset over what they're doing to 
Jonny.” 


"The story is fine," Lyndy said with a world-weary sigh. "Why do you think Jon is pure as the driven snow?" 


Jules's mouth fell open. "I dont. Why do you think he's a sloppy-drunk horn ball?" 


"| dont. l'm just trying to be vaguely realistic about a thirty-year-old rock star who could do anything or 


any one he wants." 


Crazy came into view, and Richie couldn't miss the unmasked glee in her eyes as she took in the conflict: 


"Oh, please," Jules scoffed. "You think it's realistic that Jon and Richie happen to get stranded in LA, and they 
happen to run into Axl and Slash? And they all happen to have secretly fantasized about a four-way since 
1089?" 

A chill ran down Richie's spine. Fuck no. 

Lyndy smirked. "Stranger things have happened." She made a sweeping gesture around the room. "Case in point" 


Jules crossed her arms defiantly. "No. | refuse to go along with it” 


"Hey, hey," Bnejovi intervened, wedging herself between Jules and Lyndy. "How about this? We forget about 
having a plot at alll" 


"Sounds promising!" Crazy approved. 
Bnejovi nodded. "We can just do a good old-fashioned BDSM." 
Richie let his body sag into the mattress. God help me. 


Bnejovi looked back and forth between the others. "It'll solve our disagreements," she explained cheerfully. "We 


can gag Jonny so he can't talk, and then we won't have to give him a personality 
"Genius!" Crazy declared. 
Bnejovi flapped a hand at Richie. "And he can just be what he always is -- really good at fucking.’ 


Crazy patted her on the back. "I like your plot-free angle -- It's super-easy." She waggled her eyebrows. "Just 
like Richard" 


Bnejovi smacked her playfully on the arm. "Crazy! He's right there." 


"PFH" Crazy waved her off. "Ricardo has an excellent sense of humor. That's one of the things fangirls love 


about him -- after his enormous cock, smooth chest, long legs and plump-ass lips." 


"You forgot the dimples," Jules reminded. "And the thingy on his chin -- It's adorable." 


The others murmured their agreement. 


Jules sighed. "Fine. I'll go along with the kink, but only if its fluffy. Richie has to be totally reverential and treat 


Jon like a lady -- | mean, a man .. Whatever." 
Bnejovi nodded earnestly. "Sure thing.’ 


Jules seemed to be caving. "OK. And since Richie will be doing all the talking, can he really go to town? Like, keep 


telling Jon how amazing he is, inside and out?" 
Richie rolled his eyes. Great. 

‘Of course!" Bnejovi agreed. 

"Wow," Lyndy deadpanned. "How original and daring," 


Jules put her hands on her hips. "So what? There's a reason people write the same scenario over and over. 


Jon is .. | mean, he's perfection Anyone who's lucky enough to touch him should be in awe." 


She paused to look toward the bed. "No offense, Richie. You're a hot piece of man-meat" She smiled tentatively. 


"Out of everyone, you deserve Jon the most." 
Richie blinked. "Thanks." 


Lyndy took a few steps away from the fray and leaned back against the wall. "OK, then. You ladies have at it. 
lIl find a 1992 issue of Cosmo." 


"Aw, Lyndy!" Bnejovi objected. "You won't contribute at all?" 


"This is no bueno," Crazy concurred. She looked toward the window, taking on a strangely serious air. "Listen 


y'all. | hafta say, l'm kind of disappointed in us." 
Lyndy raised an eyebrow. "Oh?" 


Crazy nodded solemnly. "We seem to be falling into the same trap that snares all the dime-a-dozen Instagram 


fangirls." 


She stepped into the sunlight streaming across the wood floor. "Ladies .. Richard. | think we can all agree that 


within this fandom, there are Jon girls, and there are Richie girls. Can we not?" 


Bnejovi frowned. "I love them both. But OK, if | had to choose one of them to be stranded on a desert island 
with, it would be Jonny .. Sorry, Richie!" 


"Its cool," Richie assured. 

Crazy cleared her throat. "OK, as | was saying .. There are Jon girls, and there are Richie girls. But instead of 
dwelling on our minor differences over who's hotter or whose voice is better, | say let us stand united United 
under the flag of our common and higher purpose -- To witness them naked and humping, as God intended." 
"Amen!" Bnejovi cried. 

"Absolutely! Jules chimed in 


Lyndy bobbed her head a little. "| guess." 


Crazy grinned. "Fantastic. Now, ladies? | know y'all are the authors" She rubbed her palms together. "But | think 


maybe it's time to let me provide a little plot direction" 


Richie's breath caught in his chest. Oh, God 


FKK 


Jon? You there? 


Jon. 


If you can hear me, you're goin’ the wrong way, man. | know you are. 


Rich? Have | ever mentioned how much I hate your backseat driving? 


Richie laughed, surprised and relieved. 


Shh. You gotta stop talking out loud .. ve been tellin’ you that for years. 


"| laughed. That's different from talking.” 
Jon shushed him again. Jesus. You really cant keep that big mouth shut, can you? 
Richie shifted his body too quickly, sending a shot of pain through his shoulder. 


Fuck .. They don't care about me. Even his inside-his-mind voice sounded whiny. They're foo busy tryin’ to get 
Jonny Perfect back. | keep tellin’ them if they actually knew you .. 


Yeah, yeah. Can we stay on point, please? You have a habit of getting lost, remember? 
He remembered. But this was different. 
Not this time. Im right here. You're the one wandering. 


Jon sighed testily. /m not wandering Im walking at an impressive speed down this hallway. But you know those 
horror movies where the corridor just keeps longer, the faster you go? Its lke that 


Richie swallowed. It sounded awful, but he also realized he didn't have the capacity to feel sorry for Jon at the 


moment. 


OK. But you know those horror movies where the hero is strapped to a bed, surrounded by kinky fanfic writers? 
And his shoulder is on fire? And he has to pee? Its also like that. 


Wait. You think you're the hero? Im obviously the hero. 


Richie rolled his eyes. Fucking Superman complex. Sorry, man. This is the rare fic written from my point of view. 


That makes me the whatcha-call-it .. protagonist 
Uh, no. This is the rare fic where youre the helpless damsel Im the big strong man coming to your rescue. 


Richie screwed up his face in disdain. Well, I have news for you -- You really suck at it Guess thats why Im 
always the man in these things. 


OK, you can fuck off. 
Dont blame me, Jonny. | dont write this stuff. 
Another sigh. Remind me why Im trying to find you? 


Richie had an impulse to let his mind go there again -- to fully form the vague anxiety that had been 


enveloping his consciousness like a cloud. He almost put words to it .. the doubt that Jon really was trying. 


But he bit his proverbial tongue. Because it wouldn't be fair, he supposed. He had no idea what Jon was going 
through out there, just like Jon couldn't seem to grasp Ais situation. Of course, his was a pretty fucked-up 
situation to grasp. 


Rich? 


Jon's voice dragged him back, and he found himself smiling a little. It was the first time Jon had called out for 
him .. or at least it felt like the first. So he answered the question 


Because you love me. Idiot 
Jon laughed softly. Æ you say so. 


Richie wanted to say more. He wanted to talk more about the reasons. He wanted a lot of things. But from 


experience, he knew time was running out. 

Jonny? | want you to tum around, OK? Youre goin the wrong way. 

| fold you, its the only way | can. If | look behind me, everythings black 

Richie's stomach dropped. What do you mean? 

Exactly what | said It's just darkness behind me. If | go that way, the fucking floor might drop out from under me. 


Richie just lay there, unsure what to do with that information. He didn't fully trust that Jon was seeing clearly. 


But there was no way to know. 

You sure? Maybe if you -- 

Yeah, Im sure. Jon blew out a breath. Christ, Im tired Rich, Im gonna stop and rest Keep talkin’ to me, OK? 
Richie's heartbeat seemed to skip. Logically, he knew no one could keep going forever -- not even Jon But the 
idea of Jon stopping filled him with dread. As if he might decide to stay there and wait for everything to fade 
away. 


You OK, Jonny? 


Ive been better. He chuckled in a hallow sort of way. /m just running outta steam, man | feel ... | dunno, strange. 


Like, old or something 


Richie stared at the ceiling. Old? Jon was .. thirty, right? Only thirty years old The most driven, determined 
thirty-year-old Richie had ever met. 


You'll be OK You just need a few minutes fo rest 
Yeah .. But Rich? You shouldn't have left me. 


That old familiar pain struck behind Richie's eyes, and he couldn't help grunting at the assault .. at the 


confusion Was Jon that lost? 
No. Thats not what happened. You left me 

He braced himself for a denial, but none came. Nothing came. 
Jon? You left me 


Finally, he heard Jon draw a long breath. Oh Is that what happened? Well .. | guess you could say | did, in a way. F 


you wanna be figurative about it 


Richie held his breath against the pain as it spread down into his throat, then his chest. You left me here. 


Don't you remember? 

No response. Richie tugged on the cuffs. 

And now you hafta find me. Get the fuck up. 

What if | can't? 

The weight in Richie's chest got heavier, constricting his lungs. You can You have to. 

What if | can't? Jon's voice sounded different -- thin and raspy. What if you have to do it yourself for once? 


For a moment, Richie felt like the wind had been knocked out of him. But he quickly recovered as the heat of 
anger flooded into his skin, and it took everything in him not to yell out loud. 


bon, what the fuck? Do what myself? | can't even move 
Whos fault is that? 

"What?" He knew he'd said that out loud, but he didn't give a shit. 
Shut up, you idot, Jon bitched. And you heard me. 


Are you seriously telling me this is my fault? What the fuck kind of logic is that? Were in a fanfic, remember? 


Were not in control 


Thats not true. You said it -- You feel lke yourself, lke youre in control of your mind. So maybe you need to 
figure this out yourself -- instead of just lying there waiting for things to get better. 


Richie laughed in disbelief. Oh, OK But its cool if you just sit there? 


That was just like Jon. To keep going and going, full steam ahead -- the boss, Mr. Responsibility, Mr. Bon 
Fucking Perfect. Until the day he finally collapsed, and then the whole world was the enemy. 


Ím not just sitting here. Ive been goin’ this whole time. Forward What have you been doing, Rich? 


He wanted to answer, but there was just a jumble of words caught in his throat. What had he been doing? 
Nothing, he guessed. But what was he supposed to do? What did Jon expect? 


They were silent for a while. Richie didn't want to be the one to call out, and he figured Jon didn't, either. He 
hoped that was it, anyway .. Otherwise, the silence meant Jon was gone. And as pissed as he was, he didn't 
want to be alone. 

Finally, Jon muttered something under his breath. Hey. 

Richie sensed some of the gripping in his chest loosen, but he was still primed for a fight. 

What? 

Hey, I.. | don’t know why I said all that. Im just getting things mixed up, | think. Im sorry, Mookie. 


Richie shut his eyes as a different ache took over. It felt like forever since anyone had used that old nickname. 


its OK He surprised himself a little, because he didn't usually give in that easily. But he knew they didn't have 
forever. /t was probably just Sassyjumper. That meta-loving bitch 


Jon made a muffled sound, not quite a laugh. Yeah Probably 
Jon? | wish you'd turn around, man. It sounded pathetic, but he truly didn’t care anymore. 
There was a pause before Jon cleared his throat. Rich? Im thinkin’ we both have fo try harder this time. Y'know? 


No. He didn't know. He had no fucking clue what that meant. But Jon seemed to know something he didn't. So he 


went for the simple answer. 
OK 


Rich? 


Yeah? 
Ím around Even if you dont hear from me for a while, Im around. OK? 


"Yeah," Richie said out loud, maybe so it felt more real. "I know." 


FKK 


He was staring down the front of his body, to where his toes were poking out from under the comforter. He 
curled and extended them, just like he'd been doing with his fingers. But he could actually see his toes. He could 
hear the knuckles crack. 

Im real. | feel everything | -- 

He was startled by a woot from across the room. 


"Hell, yeah!" Crazy sprang to her feet, raising a fist in the air. "This is a masterpiece! 


"No. Its not" The voice was obscured, like the person had her hands over her face, but he took a guess it was 


Jules. 
A chair scraped over the floor and sure enough, Jules stood up. "I hate this. Its not realistic at all." 


Crazy slumped a little on her feet. "OK -- | think you lack imagination” She held up her hands. "Allow me to act 


out the remainder.” 
"Oh, God, no" Jules took a step back 

Crazy rolled her eyes. ‘Not in graphic detaill Just .. Ladies, will you join me by the bed?" 

Richie felt goosebumps break out over his flesh. What the fuck were they going to do? 

on? Jonny, its not lookin’ good 

Crazy approached, smiling brightly. "Hey, Richard! Don't mind us. We're still working out the narrative flow." 


Richie could only stare. 


"OK" Crazy clapped her hands together. "Bnejovi, you have your notebook? Please keep recording.” 
"Sure!" 


Lyndy stretched her arms overhead and yawned. "So we were up to the part where Jon was flogging Richie, 
right?" 


Richie inhaled sharply, drawing a couple giggles. 

"Sweetie, don't worry," Bnejovi soothed. "It's just a story." 

"The worst story ever," Jules bit out. "Jonny would never flog anyone -- least of all Richie." 
"People, people." Crazy waved her hands. "Stay with me." 


She turned to Lyndy. "First of all, Jon was not flogging him. He was very sexily striking him with the Whip of 


Sex." 


She eyed Jules next. "And what person in possession of their sanity would not wanna get some of Jon Bon 


Jovi's sex whip” 

"Jon has never owned a sex whip," Jules insisted 

Crazy marched over to the bed and grabbed the Happy Slap. "Reality begs to differ." 

She gave Richie a smirk before addressing the room. "Now just picture this. Jonny's in his leather chaps, ridin’ 
his bad little bronco over here, and he's using the flogger like a riding crop! Just like the fake cowboys they 


" 
are == 


"That's not believable at all," Jules objected. "Everyone knows that when there's whipping, spanking or .. 
whatever, it's Richie doing it to Jon That's the only way it's realistic." 


"That æ the rule,” Bnejovi backed her up. 

Crazy raised the whip. "Ladies, please -- Let me continue. If we had a plot, this is where it would thicken" She 
winked at Richie. "So .. Jonny starts whippin' his naughty bronco, and ridin’ harder, and yellin' 'Yippee-ki-yay, 
motherfucker!" 

"Wait," Bnejovi broke in, pen poised over the notebook. "How do you spell that?" 


Lyndy groaned. "Just sound it out." 


Bnejovi furrowed her brow. "Say it again, Crazy." 


Crazy began rolling her hips and twirling the whip like a lasso. "Yippee-ki-yay, mother fucker! 
"Is that American slang? | can't spell it." 


Lyndy growled in frustration. "Just skip it. Keep going, Crazy. What happens after Jon's done not-flogging 
Richie?" 


"What always happens! Jon comes like a volcano. He comes harder than he's ever come in his /ife. He shoots his 


hot, perfect lava all over Richard's face." 

Richie wrinkled his nose. "Ugh. No, thanks." 

No one paid him any mind, though. Bnejovi was writing furiously. "Keep going!" 

Crazy started pacing along the bedside, gesticulating wildly. "And Richie's moanin’ like a whore, because its so 
hot to have Jon's nut butter attack your face. And then Jon leans down and smears it into Richie's skin, like Oil 
of fucking Olay.” 


Bnejovi mouthed the words as she struggled to keep up. 


"They pause, for just a moment, to gaze into each other's eyes. Ocean-deep cerulean orbs meet soulful pools 


of melting chocolate." 

Someone made a dreamy ooh sound. 

"Then Jonny's like, ‘Baby, my daily Jove facial will keep you young and horny! Then Richie moans some more. 
And then Jonny rubs his extra love liquor onto Richie's full and luscious lips. And Jon's all, || wanna taste 
myself on your full and luscious lips, baby. And then Richie really gets to moaning. And Jomy starts lickin’ all 
up on him, goin’, ‘Oh, you taste so good, baby. | wanna eat your face! And Richie's like, ‘Eat it, Jonny! Eat my 
face, you perfect sexy bitch! And Jonny's getting muy excited and going, ‘Oh, I'll eat your face, baby! I'll eat 
your face all night long" 

Crazy stopped pacing and leaned heavily against the wall to catch her breath. 

Lyndy stifled another yawn then looked at Bnejovi. "You get all that?" 

"| think so!" 


"No." Jules stomped her foot. "I can't believe you wrote that nonsense down" 


Crazy pushed away from the wall and unleashed some Jon-caliber eye daggers. "Listen, sister, | know the 


audience. That nonsense will get all the rec's and reviews. It hits each and every band-fic sweet spot." 


"Mm, that's not really true," Lyndy spoke up. "Not to repeat myself, but if you want to inflate your readership 


and reputation, you've got to bring in other bands." 
Jules groaned, "God, not Axl -- Please” 

Lyndy stood up straighter. "What's wrong with Axl?" 
"He's dirty! Way too dirty for Jonny: 


Richie flinched as Jules was suddenly hovering over him. "Richie? Would Jon even consider touching Axl Rose 


with a ten-foot pole?" 

"Kinky!" Crazy cackled. 

Richie shook his head. "No. And in case you're wondering about me -- 
"Seel | was right -- Jon would never touch the guy!" 


"Richie?" Lyndy materialized at the other side of his bed. "Would you ever pick Jon up and carry him around 


the house, and occasionally rock him like a baby?" 
Richie squinted. "You know he's a grown man, right?" 
"Richie?" Jules cut in. "Would you ever let Dave watch you and Jon get your freak on?" 


"What?" Richie squirmed at the thought. "Absolutely fucking not. And Dave would rather take that pen and 


gouge his eyes out." 
Lyndy pulled a face. "| didn't even write that" 
Jules shrugged. "I know. | was just curious." 


"Girls!" Bnejovi exclaimed, sounding upset. "We're getting way off track. | thought we were just gonna write a bit 


of fluffy sadomasochism." 

Crazy sighed. "She's right. Ladies, its time to remember our common purpose." 

She once again moved toward the window, bathing herself in sunlight. "Let's take a step back and get some 
perspective, shall we? | mean, look at us .. We've all come here, to 1992, as allies hailing from different nations. 


This is, in essence, the Yalta Conference of band fic." 


She paused, like she wanted the words to sink in. "We're not here to fight over control of Jon and Richard. 


We're here to fairly divide control of them, so as to create a sex-capade that pleases all of us and secures 


the most excellent reviews possible." 


Crazy extended an arm and pointed dramatically at Richie. "Strapped to that bed is a world-class sex machine, 
surrounded by an incredibly kinky selection of sex toys. Our charge is simple: Get 1992 Jon Bon Jovi into this 
room ~~ in leather chaps, if you ask me -- so that we may witness two scorching-hot rock dudes go at it like 


wild animals. Witness it and, more importantly, record it for history.” 


Crazy sighed and hung her head. "My friends -- Should we fail, then we do not deserve the title of fanfic 


author." 
Bnejovi sniffed and wiped at her eyes. "Crazy, that was .." 


"Yeah," Lyndy broke in. “It was." She glanced around the room. "OK. So was that the end? Jon eats Richie's face 
off?" 


"No," Jules replied emphatically. "He would never eat Richie's face off” 

She aimed an index finger at Crazy. "If we're actually gonna use any of that stuff, there has to be a sweet 
scene at the end. Like, Jonny sitting in Richie's lap, while the taller man plays with the shorter man's sexy body 
hair." 


"Sure, fine" Lyndy waved a hand at Bnejovi. "You two can write that part, obviously. And then we'll be done." 


Crazy stepped toward the bed. "Almost. There's just one thing." She smiled down at Richie. "Richard, may | 


make a request?" 


Ten 


Author's Notes: 
Almost. Done. 


Richie gaped for a solid five seconds before giving the cuffs an unsubtle yank "Sure. What can | do for ya?" 
Crazy's smile shape-shifted, faltering in a weirdly uncertain way. "Well .." 


A little color crept into her cheeks as she seemed to be searching for the right words. He knew nothing good 


could be coming. 
Jon? Seriously, where are you? 


"Um." Crazy swept an errant lock of hair from her face. "I hope you don't get mad, Richie. But this is probably 
gonna be my one chance to ask, and I'd be kicking myself forever if | didn't” 


The others inched closer, watching her with curiosity. 

"Do you think .." She brushed some invisible lint from her t-shirt. "Do you think we could, y'know, measure it?" 
Richie narrowed his eyes, trying to understand -- 

Oh tuck no. 


"Are you asking what | think you're asking?" He kept his voice low, but made sure the underlying menace came 


through. 


Crazy nodded slowly. "Strictly for research purposes, Richard. | don't even hafta be the one to touch it" She 
hugged her inner thighs together as her blush deepened. 


Bnejovi gasped. "Crazy! You mean his .." She made a vague gesture in front of her pelvis. 
Lyndy burst out laughing. "Girl, you do have some balls -- Pun intended." 
‘I'm serious, though," Crazy defended. "For the sake of realism in fanfic, we should have hard numbers." She 


winced then held up her hands. "OK, | wish | was clever enough to make that pun -- but | didn't actually mean 


it” 


Jules brought a hand to her forehead. "I can't believe you're being so rude." 


Lyndy snorted. "Yeah, didn't your mom ever tell you its bad etiquette to ask a guy for measurements? Even a 


rock star." 


Crazy looked over with such an earnest expression, it was almost funny. "Richie, | don't mean to be out of line. 


But as you mustve noticed, Jovi authors write extensively about your cock." 
Bnejovi started choking. 
Crazy put her hands on her hips, clearly recovering some of her sass. "OK, it's not a secret, y‘alll" 


She sighed. "As | was saying .. Your cock is integral to nearly all plot lines. It really should be listed as a 


character in the drop-down menu." 

Richie's mouth fell open. 

"Given that reality," Crazy forged on, "I think it would be nice to get more descriptive. Everyone uses the same 
vague, tired terms. Giant, enormous, mammoth, colossal .. Um" -- She snapped her fingers -- "Help me out 
here." 

"Massive?" someone suggested. "Gigantic?" 

"Monstrous!" 

"Yeah, good one." 

"How about ‘whopping’? Gargantuan?" 

"Ginormous? Super-jumbo? Mega-huge?" 

Richie squeezed his eyes shut as the synonym onslaught continued. Somehow he was able to tune it out just 


enough. 


Jon, you there? Did you move yet? 


Just fell me, man 


You know what they wanna do? Measure me. 


| bet you think that's funny. 


Jon. 


lm stuck | don't know what you expect me to do. 


Why don’t you answer? 


What had Jon said? He'd be around? What the fuck did that mean? Richie could only picture him marching 
down a one-way corridor, never looking back into the dark. Maybe he'd gone so far by now, he couldn't hear 


old voices anymore. 
No, thats stupid We're in each other's heads. 
And you can't get away from someone who's part of you, right? 


He wanted to believe that. Then again, maybe this story was the kind that would end badly. Because he still 


wasn't getting an answer. All he could hear were the sounds from his bedside, now dialed down to murmurings. 
"We'll need a tape measure, though, so we can get the girth." 
"Good point! Girth is so neglected in fanfic. Everyone is obsessed with length -- It's a shame, really.’ 


He tried to focus inwardly again, but it suddenly seemed out of reach. Maybe that was fine, because he 
realized he had nothing left to say. 


"Richie?" The voice was directly above him. 
He opened his eyes to see Crazy peering at him hopefully. "What do you say? Would you mind?" 


He used his legs to clutch the comforter. "If you try it, I'll kick you in the face." 


Crazy's eyes widened in shock. 

"Richie!" Jules exclaimed from the foot of the bed. "She's a woman" 

Richie smiled tightly. "Don't care." 

Crazy straightened up, blinking rapidly. "All you had to say was no, Richard. Jeez" 

"Don't care," Richie repeated, and he meant it. 

"Richie." Jules crossed her arms and frowned. "I'm really surprised at you. You don't act like this." 
Richie felt his smile broaden a fraction. "How do | act?" 

Jules darted her eyes to the side, toward Lyndy. "Um. Well .. You're sweet. And goofy." 


Richie aimed his gaze at a spot on the ceiling. "Yeah, sometimes ... a lot of the time. | try to be nice." He worked 


his jaw. "Except when I'm pissed. Or depressed. Or lost 

He curled his hands into fists, then released them. "I'm human, y'know?" 

There was only silence. And then the creaking of floorboards. He didn't look, but he knew they were huddling up. 
"I think maybe he's cracking up a bit" 

"Nice going, Crazy." 


"How could | know it would set him off? He's not exactly a prude. I've seen his nipples more than I've seen 


mine" 

OK, stop. It's not Crazy's fault. It's Sassyjumper. She's the one keeping Jon away." 
"Exactly! If we get him back, Richie will be fine." 

"Right. We need to finish the story." 

There was a drawn-out sigh. "Only Jon can balance him. It's so romantic, isn't it?" 
I+ took a moment for Richie to realize he was laughing. 

"Richie?" It was Bnejovi. "Are you OK, hon?" 


Richie bit his lip to compose himself, then lifted his head. "Jon is a tool." 


There were gasps and expressions of shock -- except from Lyndy, whose lips quirked toward a smile. 

Richie let his head fall back to the pillow .. let his throat open so his voice would be loud and clear. "He's a 
self-absorbed, egotistical prick If you ever get your dream of being stranded with him, you'll find out real 
quick." 

More anguished vocalizations. "Richie! You can't mean that -- Jon is an angel." 

"He's the reason anyone even knows your name!" 

Richie smiled at the stark whiteness above him. "Yeah." 

What year was it? 1992? Long before he'd gotten tired of it all, right? But even back then -- if memory 
served -- there'd been rough patches when he'd come close to walking away. When he'd figured he should do 
it before Jon did. He'd always preferred to be the one who left ... 


He tugged half-heartedly on his restraints, just to be sure his arms hadn't died. 


"Yeah," he repeated. "You're right. Jon is a great guy. An amazing guy, actually. Sometimes | can't believe he's 


real." 


He laughed sharply into the silence. "But then he acts like a prick. Like your holier-than-thou task-master. Or 


just .. He kinda goes inside and pushes you away, and you don't even know why." 


Richie turned his face toward the light. "And you know what? Thank God. ‘Cause if he was perfect, I'd fucking 
hate him." His lips started trembling, so he pressed them together till it stopped. "But | don't." 


For a while, the quiet hung so heavily in the air, he wondered if he'd made them all disappear. Then the 


floorboards creaked again 
‘Lets finish the story." 

"Yeah. Poor thing's a mess without Jonny" 

"He's lost" 

Richie closed his eyes but stayed oriented toward the light. The sun felt good on his face. 


"C'mon. We're almost to the end" 


SRR EEK 


Can you really not hear me, or are you in one of your moods? 


Y'know, the silent treatment is a chick thing | see why these fanfic people write you as a girl 


Wow. Youre not even reacting to that? Guess you really are gone. 

Richie chewed on his lip, wondering once again what he'd ever done to Sassyjumper. The one time she'd 
bothered with his point of view, and she was doing this to him -- 

Christ, stop whining 

Richie almost jumped out of his skin. 

"Fuck. Stop doin’ that." 

Shut up -- They'll hear you. 

Richie sighed. Doesnt matter. They think Im goin’ off the deep end anyway, 

Are you? 

Maybe .. He trailed off as a realization struck. 

Hey. Since when can you read my mind? 

Huh? 

Just now. | wasn't trying to talk to you -- I was just thinking And you heard me. 
Oh |, uh... | guess that's new. 


Richie felt suddenly queasy. Jon, what's going on? This isn’t right -- | mean, even for a fanfic. 


Yeah, | dunno, man 

Richie gnawed on his lip again, noticing how dry it was becoming. He needed water -- 

Rich? 

Uh-huh .. You see how no one’s in control, right? Like, we're not being directed or whatever. It feels real 
Jon laughed with a kind of forced dismissiveness. Real? You can't be serious. 

OK, not real, exactly. But a fucked-up real, y'know? Its like no one's writing this thing 

Well, she fucking better be. Cause this needs to end 


In a flash, the churning in Richie's gut intensified. Another one of those ill-defined anxieties was fighting its way 
to the light. Hey .. What if she stopped? What if -- | dunno, her computer died? 


Jon laughed again, but with a nervous edge. She'll get a new one. These people would slit their wrists without an 


hternet connection 
OK, well -- What if she ded? 

Hey now. ls that any way to talk about Sassyjumper? 
Fuck her. She lives to make us miserable 


Despite his righteous anger, Richie felt a pang of guilt at the words. OK, he amended, forget dead What if she 
detected to another fandom? What if she's writing Crue fic now? 


Jon groaned. God) no. If she does a crossover, HI jump off a bridge. 

Im serious What happens when they abandon their stories? | can't remember 

How did they get out? How did they get back home? He knew they must've, but he couldn't recall how. 
Rich? Breathe. Just slow down and breathe. We always get through 

But how? 


Jon made a low growly sound. /t doesn’t matter. We've been in fics that went on indefinite hiatus -- Remember? 


He didn't wait for an answer. And we always get free. 


Richie didn't bother with a response since it didn't seem like Jon wanted one. 


Anyway, Jon rambled on, she won't ditch this story. She's too self-important. She probably thinks people would give 
a shit: 


Richie shifted, in another futile effort to relieve his shoulders. 
Well, if she's really writing this thing, you better stop talkin’ smack about her. She'll kill you off or something 


He regretted the thought as soon as it was out. Did they ever die in these things? Again, his memory was 
failing. 


Jon scoffed. She doesn’t have the guts. And its not like they can actually snuff us out or anything. Remember 
that time Pigpen killed you? 


A shiver rode through Richie's body. Yeah. He remembered now. You killed me, he corrected. You actually did 
what she wrote and fucking killed me. 


Ugh -- Dont start. That was the most romantic thing Ive ever done for you 
You Killed Me. 


Rich. Stay on track My point is, we've been possessed, we've been raped, we've been killed, we've been peed on -- 
And we get through. 


Again, Richie didn't respond. Because he couldn't remember. He just had to trust. 
don? You still sittin’ in the same place? 

There was a beat of silence before Jon answered. 

Yeah. How'd you know? 

| ddnt Why dont you move? 

Not sure .. But I think youre right, Rich This is the wrong way. 

Richie felt a flutter in his chest -- the first stirring of hope he'd had in a while. 
OK. So tum around 

| fold you. There's nothing back there. 


dust try. What were you just saying? We always get through? So get up and try. 


Easy for you fo say. 
Yeah, Im on vacation here. 
Jon snorted. OK .. Point granted 


Richie reflexively pulled on the cuffs. Just get up and put one foot in front of the other. 


Jon? You just said -- 
| know. 

OK Then -- 

Ths is different, though -- Ike you said Its not a normal fic. Maybe its best to wart and see 


Just like that, Richie felt his body sinking, growing leaden. Jon didn't wait and see. He didn't just sit down and 


give up. 
Wait? For what? 

| dunno. |... | mean, what if its dark ‘cause there's nothing there? Like, it hasnt been written yet? 

Richie's head was starting to spin. Huh? 

What if .. | don't wanna walk off the edge of the fucking fanfic universe or something | dont wanna ... disappear. 
For a moment, Richie couldn't breathe. He didn't know exactly what Jon was saying, but he understood the fear. 
Jonny? 

Yeah 

| can't wait anymore. | need .. | -- 

Rich, dont -- 

Dont tell me not to freak Dont tell me Im lost. Turn the fuck around and walk 


Silence. Richie tugged on the restraints again. You dd this to me. Im stuck because of you 


Even as he heard the accusation in his own head, he knew it was bullshit. He'd willingly played along, hadn't he? 
He hadn't truly been under anyone else's total control. He'd had a choice, and he'd said yes. Just like always. 


Right on cue, the old pain erupted, burning a path behind his eyes. 


Hadn't he been the one, all those years ago, who'd gotten down on his knees? Just to be in Jon's orbit. Hadn't 


he more than happily dropped to his knees, again and again, ever since? If memory served .. 
Still, it hurt -- though right now he couldn't grasp why. He swallowed even though he didn’t need his voice. 


Hey, MI try, too, OK? 


Ml just .. figure something out 

No answer, but somehow he knew Jon was still there. Eventually, he heard a sigh. 

OK. Hil turn around 

Richie's lips started trembling again, and he was glad he didn't need to speak. OK Good 
Rich? Im sorry for .. | shouldnt have done that to you 

This time the pain sparked in his chest, somewhere deep, behind his heart. And it was a little too much. 
You couldnt help it, he lied. We're in a fanfic, remember? 

Youre contradicting yourself. You know that, right? 

Despite it all, Richie smiled a little. Yeah Just let me, OK? 

All right. Im gonna start moving now. 

Bout time. 

Bitch, 

Hmm. You love it 


F you say so. 


don? Hurry the fuck up. 


Yeah. Il try. 


FKK 


"OK. So are we all in with this ending?" 
Richie stared at the ceiling, listening. 
"No" It was Jules. "You all got the whipping and cum-licking you wanted. Why can't | get my ending?" 


"Jules," Lyndy replied calmly. "It would be a pretty sharp left turn for Richie to pull out an engagement ring -- 
from his butt cheeks, | presume -- and then tell Jon he's always dreamed of having children" 


"So what? This awful fic needs a sharp left." 
"You know Jon doesn't have a uterus, right?" 


"Have you heard of adoption? Or surrogacy? Oh, oh! They could find a kind and beautiful OC who's happy to do 


it with Jon as many times as it takes. Her name could be Erika -- " 


"Girls, please," Crazy intervened. "Band fic doesn't have to be logical, or even good. It just has to be chock full 
of fucking. And by that yardstick, we've excelled. Let's put a fork in this sucker!" 


"Exactly," Bnejovi agreed. "H's got everything. Jon's being fucked, and .. Well, Jon's being fucked" 


"Don't forget the plot twist! Crazy exclaimed. "It's Jonny boy in charge of that whip. No one will see that 


coming!" 
Jules mewled like she was in pain "That's the worst part." 


Bnejovi clucked her tongue. "All that really matters is that we get Jon back, for Richie's sake. And that he's 


naked." 
"Right, right," Lyndy muttered. "OK, so it's done then What now?" 


Silence. 


"Well," Crazy began hesitantly. "I guess we wait." 

"For what?" 

"For Jon to walk through that door in his leather chaps." 

"You think he's just gonna stroll in and mount Richie?" 

"If there's a God, yes." 

Bnejovi sighed impatiently. "Wait a minute. Don't we need to post the story?" 
Richie heard papers being shuffled. "Where?" Lyndy demanded. "On a tree?" 
"Oh. Right. | forgot it's 1992" 

"Hey, Jules. Since this was your idea, do you have any thoughts on what happens now?" 
"Oh, um. Well .. No." 

Lyndy blew out a breath. "Great. That's fucking brilliant” 

"What?" Jules protested. "I don't see any of you coming up with ideas." 
"She's right," Bnejovi chimed in. "Leave her alone." 


"Ladies," Crazy raised her voice. "Let's not panic. If mostly-naked Jon needs to take his sweet time getting here, 


| am more than willing to wait." 


Richie almost laughed. It was all so ludicrous, it seemed like he should .. except for the simple fact he was 


doing exactly the same thing. Just waiting for Jon -- 

He heard a chair being pushed back. 

"Well, I'm done waiting." 

Footsteps approached, but he didn't bother feigning sleep. He watched as Lyndy stalked over to the window. 
"This isn't right," she said, folding her arms tightly. "| mean, beyond the obvious not-right part." 


"What do you mean?" Crazy called from across the room. 


Lyndy glanced over her shoulder. "Haven't you noticed? It's like no one is writing this thing. We're just" -- She 


shook her head -- "doing whatever we want." 


Richie felt his body release a little. He wouldn't call it relief, exactly. Just a vindication of what he'd been 


sensing. 
"Richie?" Lyndy strode to his bedside. "Is it always like this? Is this normal?" 

He shook his head. "No. It's not normal." 

Bnejovi appeared at the foot of the bed. "What are you saying? What do you think is going on?" 
Lyndy shrugged. "I dunno. It's just not right." 


"But how do you know?" Jules argued, joining the pack. "Maybe we're doing exactly what Sassyjumper is writing, 
and we only think we're in control?" 


"Guuurl." Crazy pulled up next to her. "That is some deep shit” 


Richie shook his head again. "No. It doesn’t work like that. It's .." He licked his lips. "When you're in it, you know 


its not real -- You know you don't wanna do or say what's happening, but you can't help it. You have to." 

The pain hit again, and he couldn't contain a little whimper. 

"Richie?" 

He shut his eyes until he could find his breath. "It's .. What | meant was, you usually know." He blinked his eyes 
open, and they were all staring at him. "Sometimes | get lost in it. | get confused for a while. Jon's better at 
keeping it all straight." 

Lyndy was studying him. "So maybe this has happened before. And you just don't remember." 


"No," Richie denied. "This is different." 


This time, he knew exactly what was going on. He was seeing clearly. He could feel everything. He hurt, inside 
and out. 


They were all looking at each other now, telegraphing messages with their eyes, and Richie's heart started 
pounding into his ribs. 


"Hey." His voice was suddenly hoarse. "You gotta undo these things. | need to get up." 


They kept eyeing each other. 


"Oh, we --" Brejovi began haltingly. "I don't think we can, sweetie. I'm sorry.’ 
Richie jerked the restraints, grunting at the searing pain that coursed through his shoulder and down his back. 
"Come on. You can't leave me like this. l'm not a fucking character in a story. l'm real.” 


Bnejovi bobbed her head. "We-ell, technically you are a character in a story. The dispute seems to be over 


who's writing." 


Crazy clapped her hands together. "I have an ideal Richard, are you hungry? There must be a kitchen in this 


place. | know I'm famished from all the time travel." 


Bnejovi's face lit up. "Good thinking! I'll bet he's getting cranky from hunger." She smiled at him fondly. "We all 


know how much you love to eat, hon" 

Richie opened his mouth but couldn't form a response. 

Lyndy tock a step toward the others. "Seriously? You wanna cook dinner?" 

"Hell, no," Crazy declared. "I wanna find some leftovers in the refrigerator: 

Jules grabbed Crazy's forearm. *Ohmygod. Maybe we can eat something Jon bit into. 
"That's what I'm sayin” 

Lyndy brought her fingertips to her temples. "I can't believe this 


As they continued to bicker, Richie let his vision roam. Sunlight was still pouring into the room, but it no longer 


felt good. 

lm never getting out of here, am |? 

He wasn't sure if he was asking Jon, or God, or maybe just anyone who'd listen No one answered, so he 
supposed it didn't matter. He swallowed, trying to quench his parched throat. He wasn't sure how much longer 
he could stand it .. 

Oh Im a dumb fuck 


He raised his head a bit. "Um, ladies?" No luck, so he cleared his throat. "Ladies?" 


Finally they quieted and all eyes were upon him. Richie smiled shyly, angling his head for maximum dimple 


exposure. 


"Can | ask you for a favor?" 


Eleven 


"Here ya go, hon!" Bnejovi emerged from the bathroom, holding out a glass of water. "I'm so sorry -- We didn't 


even think of it." 

"It's OK," Richie assured with a soft smile. 

She halted at the bedside, furrowing her brow as if she were trying to figure out the logistics. 
Richie broke out his patented doe eyes. "You'll have to help me. Can you hold my head up, please?" 
"Oh." Bnejovis cheeks colored instantly. "Of course, Richie.” 

"Hey!" Crazy objected. "Why do you get to put your paws on him?" 

Bnejovi smirked. "/ got the water." 

"Oh, wow. You walked ten feet and turned on a sink." 


Bnejovi ignored the crack and perched herself on the edge of the bed. When she slipped her hand to the back 
of Richie's head, he could feel her trembling. 


"Is this OK?" she asked, easing him away from the pillow. 
He peered at her from under his lashes. “It's fine, darlin 

Her fingers threaded into his hair as she looked up at the others. "Girls, im touching Richie Sambora's head! 
Lyndy frowned slightly. "We can see that! 


Bnejovi's fingertips rubbed at his scalp. "His hair is so soft! Just like everyone writes." She leaned in and sniffed. 


"And it smells like .. coconut and, um .." 

Richie smiled. "It's a special blend. | get it at the salon" 

Crazy stepped forward. "Which salon?" 

Bnejovi nestled him protectively against her bosom. "Let me give him his water." 


"Honestly," she grumbled, pulling back a bit to bring the glass to his lips. Richie made a show of wincing as she 
raised his head to meet it. 


"You OK?" Bnejovi sounded concerned. 
"Hurts my shoulder," he murmured. 
Jules clucked her tongue. "Don't break him." 


Bnejovi sighed in annoyance, then shifted to a smile as she angled his head to a different position. "That better, 


hon?" 

Richie returned the smile and watched her blush deepen. 

"Let's try again,” she encouraged. 

This time Richie took a swig of water, forcing himself to choke. 

"Careful," Lyndy chided. 

‘I'm sorry!" Bnejovi put the glass aside and lowered him to the pillow. "Turn your head to the side, honey." 
Out of the corner of his eye he saw Crazy moving in. “Outta my way. He needs mouth-to-mouth!" 
Bnejovi swatted at her arm. "Will you stop? Be serious for once." 

"Girl, | am serious as a heart attack. If Richard needs first aid, or a massage --" 


‘Im fine," Richie wheezed. "It's just" -- He coughed for good measure -- "this isn't working. Can't you just 
untie me? I'm so thirsty.” 


He unleashed the pouty lips. 

Bnejovi looked stricken. "Aw, sweetie! Of course." 

"Wait!" Crazy darted a hand to Bnejovi's shoulder. "We can't do that." 

"Why not?" Bnejovi angled to face the others. "We shouldn't have kept him like this for so long. It isn't right 
Jules stepped into his line of sight. "I agree -- Its wrong. And if he stands up, we'll get to see him full-frontal” 


Crazy gazed into the distance, clearly captivated by the image. "That's an excellent point." She peered at Lyndy. 
"What do you think?" 


Lyndy folded her arms. "He'll run. You know he will" 


"Where am | gonna go?" Richie countered, trying to keep his voice even. "I'm trapped in the worst fanfic ever, 
just like you." 


Lyndy eyed him suspiciously before answering. "Are you honestly saying you won't take off?" 


Richie pressed his lips together, hoping his face wouldn't give him away. Jon was always telling him what an 
easy read he was. And maybe he was -- but not always. 


"| won't." He glanced at the other three. "We're in this together. We'll .. We'll find Jon" 
Jules's eyes widened. "You think we can?" 


Crazy made a woot sound. "Kinda like a fucked-up Wizard of 02? | am down with that -- Hey! Maybe we'll find 


Sassyjumper crushed under the house!" 


Richie felt his heart rate rising at the prospect of breaking free. "Yeah. That would be cool." He smiled, aiming 


for his aren't | cute? variant. "And anyway, there's another problem. |, uh, really hafta pee." 
He bit his lip, to flaunt the dimples, and was met with a chorus of awww’s 

"How can a grown man be so adorable?" 

"We have to let the poor baby up!" 

"Yeah, c'mon. Are we all agreed?" 


All eyes turned to Lyndy, who'd fallen silent. Richie held his breath, watching as a succession of emotions 
passed over her face. It didn't bode well. 


Shit 

Lyndy held up a hand. "Wait a minute. | don't have to pee” 

Crazy side-eyed her. "That's rice” 

Lyndy brushed her off. "How long have we been here?" 

Jules moaned lowly. "Feels like years’ 

"My Apple Watch stopped working because it's 1992. But I'd say half a day?" 


Lyndy nodded. "Exactly. And | haven't had to pee. | haven't been thirsty. I'm not tired" She looked at Crazy. "You 


said you were famished. Are you really?" 
Crazy opened and closed her mouth. “Well ..| mean, it feels like | should be. Right?" 
"OF course," Lyndy affirmed. "But you haven't eaten. You forgot all about it" 

"So what are you saying?" Jules prompted. 


Lyndy locked eyes with her. "We're not having normal human needs? None of us." She brought the heel of her 
hand to her forehead and made small circles. "You don't think that's strange?" 


"Well .. Yeah. But --" 
Lyndy dropped her arm by her side. "It's so obvious. We're not really here. There is no here" 
All at once Richie's body seized up with fear, though he couldn't clearly define it. 


"No," he denied. "It's happening. I've been through this shit a million times. Its" -- He yanked on the cuffs just 


to recharge the searing line of pain -- "Fuck See? | feel it -- It's real." 


Bnejovi inched away from him on the bed then slowly stood up. She kept watching him, confusion etched into 
her features, as she addressed Lyndy. 


"That doesn't make any sense, though. We're all here. We can't all be having the same .. dream? Is that what 


you think?" 


"| dunno." Lyndy threw up her hands. "Maybe. Is that crazier than believing Sassyjumper has us trapped in a 
fic?" 


"Well" Crazy spoke up, "that's not actually a hard one to believe. | can fofally see her trying to knock off the 


competition so she can be queen of Rockfic -- the Jovi section, anyway." 
"No." Lyndy shook her head. "I'm telling you -- | don't feel like me. | thought it was because of, y'know, being 
trapped in this shitty fic. But" -- She looked down the front of her body and laughed -- "it's because this isn't 


me. 


"That's part of it," Richie blurted, a strange desperation building under his skin. He needed them to understand. 
"You don't feel like yourself. You do things and say things you never would in real life, and you know it --" 


He squeezed his eyes shut, trying to get his head straight. "I mean, usually you know it. Sometimes it's hard - 
- Its hard for me .." 


He lost the thought, just like he always did. But this time something told him it didn't matter. He opened his 


eyes, and the room seemed almost unbearably bright. The four bodies looked more like silhouettes now, but he 


could see Lyndy waving her hand toward the other side of the room, where they'd been writing. 
"We're just sitting around, whining about being trapped. But none of us has actually tried to leave." 


Richie's heart was thumping so hard now he wondered if it might give out. But that couldn't happen, could it? 
He was young and healthy in this fic. This was years before life went to hell, right? 


‘lm thirsty," he heard himself say. There was a pleading in his voice that he instantly despised, but at least it 


was honest. "I'm tired. | hurt .. So | know l'm real." 

He could sense they were all staring, but couldn't focus on anyone's face. 
"OK, sweetie," Bnejovi soothed. 

"Richie." It sounded like Lyndy. "Have you ever even tried walking away?" 
Richie shook his head. "What? | can't." 

| mean ever. Have you ever just walked away?" 


He hesitated, somehow stumped by the question. Yeah, he was almost sure they had, but he couldn't picture 


any particular time. 


"Well .. | think there's been a few times when Jon and | refused to keep goin’. Like, just wouldn't say and do the 


things we were supposed to." 
"But have you ever just left? Without him." 


He couldn't tell who was talking this time, and the question didn't make sense. Why would he leave without Jon? 
They didn’t do that. 


"What?" 

"You heard me." 

Richie bristled at the tone -- He knew it, even though he couldn't place the voice. "No." 
"Never?" 

No. He couldn't remember ever leaving. His mind couldn't dig up any distinct memory -- 


"Has Jon ever left you?" 


Richie craned his neck, trying to make out their blurry faces. "No." 

"How do you know? Maybe he left you already." 

Who the fuck was talking? 

He gritted his teeth. "Are you listening to me? | said no. lim not leaving without him. And he's not leaving ..” 


He couldn't finish the sentence because his breath was trapped in his chest. And it felt for a moment like he 


could suffocate on his own words. And it hurt. 
"Richie?" 


He closed his eyes and tried to inhale, slow and deep. Then again, slow and deep. Then again It seemed like a long 


time before everything in him settled enough to move on. But maybe it was only a minute. 

The next time he looked, it was still too bright, but he was able to register their faces. It seemed like it should 
be a relief, to have some measure of vision. But he was confronted with four blank stares, and he had to 
wonder what he'd done. 


"What?" he croaked. 


Lyndy flinched then took a step back. "See what | mean?" she murmured. "He's not .." She shook her head. "l'm 


leaving." 

Bnejovi looked over sharply. "To go where?" 

"Im gonna try something revolutionary and walk out that door." 
"And you think --" 

"Yes, | do." 


Richie opened his mouth, but couldn't think of what to say. He didn't want to be abandoned, but when someone 
was bent on getting away, it was hard to stop them. Wasn't it? 


"Um, guys?" It was Jules. "Look at the window." 


The moment Richie turned his head he was blinded by the intensity of the light -- the closeness of it. As if 


the sun were setting on the house. 


"I can't even see outside anymore." Jules's voice sounded strange, like it was coming from the end of a tunnel. 


"Is it all ... disappearing?" 


Richie blinked a few times to regain his sight, only to see the four of them shielding their faces and backing 
away from the bed. 


"C'mon," Lyndy urged. ‘Let's just go. 

"We can't go out there" 

"She's right! It looks like everything's collapsing. Oh God, maybe Sassyjumper is a psychopath” 
"Come on Just walk out the door. It's not real" 


"Wait," Richie called out, but his voice was barely above a whisper. He yanked on the restraints. "Take these 


off. Don't leave me." 
The light started to take over the room and he was forced to shut his eyes. He could still see it, though -- 
like it was burning through his eyelids. He sensed his whole body being enveloped by it, till it seemed to have a 


sound. 


"Don't leave me. For fuck's sake, I'm real" He thought he was yelling it, but he could hardly hear the words. 


The roar in his ears was too much. 
"Jon! Where are you?" 

Nothing. 

"Jon! Can you hear me?" 

Dont leave. Don't leave. 

"Jon! Where the fuck are you?" 


It felt pathetic, crying out that way. But he pushed the feeling aside, because maybe there were times when 
pride was stupid. 


That's what he told himself as he kept calling Jon's name .. Called it till his throat was raw. Till he had no voice 


left. Till there were no more sounds, except his own panting. 


As he gulped air into his lungs, he couldn't help noticing he was still alive. And the stifling heat around him had 


seeped away. He took a chance on blinking his eyes open. 


The light was gone. 


SRR EK 


Yeah. This sucks. 


That was as profound a thought as he could manage, crawling along the ground as he was. He squinted into the 


inky darkness yet again, as if this time he'd finally catch a hint of light. 

ks that the definition of insanity? 

He shook his head, because there was no one else to answer his question 

When the light had first disappeared, so had the restraints. And for those initial moments he'd been so 
grateful he could've cried. But then he'd realized the pain hadn't vanished, or even eased. Then came the 
realization he'd have to stumble through the dark. 


Turned out, it was just as maddening as being tied down. 


"OK" At least he could talk out loud now. "OK, Jonny. | apologize. This is truly fucking awful. Will you just talk to 


me now?" 
The bare-wood floor was creaking under his weight, like it could all give out at any time. 


"Jonny? I'm tryin’ to meet you halfway. I'm literally on my knees crawling, man" He laughed, quick and sharp. 
"Don't we have a song like that? Or five?" 


The whine of the floorboards was the only sound. 


"Jon?" 


"OK, fuck you then" 


"Jon?" 


"My shoulder is completely wrecked, by the way. Thanks to you." 


"Oh, and I'm still naked My knees are gettin’ scraped up, and not in the fun way.” 


"Naked, huh?" 


Richie gasped, stopping dead in his tracks. Jon's voice sounded so close, and he was suddenly thankful for the 
dark. No one could see the tears that sprang to his eyes. 


"Shit, man. Quit doin’ that to me." 

"Hey. You said you were naked and crawling to me. | got excited" 

Richie had to smile, despite it all. "Where are you?" 

"Where do you think?" 

| mean, you sound close. Do | sound close?" 

Jon sighed. "You sound .. Yeah, maybe closer than before." 

Richie's smile grew. "OK. So I'll keep goin’. And I'll keep talking. Try to move toward my voice." 
"You're gonna keep talkin’? Fantastic." 

Richie snorted as he gingerly set off again. "Have | ever told you about the time in first grade --" 
"Hell no. I'll only sit through that shit for your mom and her pierogis." 

"You better not be sittin: Move that bubble butt." 

"You wanna explain to me why you're crawling? Get up and walk like a man 

Richie kept inching along. "Seems prudent. Can't see a fucking thing." 


"See now? This is what I've been dealing with the whole time." 


Richie exhaled dramatically. "Yeah, got it. Have | mentioned my shoulder, or --" 


He yelped as his hand plunged into empty space and, for an instant, he thought this would be how it ended. 
Instead, he landed heavily on his chest, sending fresh shots of pain through his shoulder and arm. 


"Rich?" 

He could feel his heart beating into the rotten wood holding him. At least he hoped it was holding him. 

"Rich You OK?" 

"Um. | think so: 

He used his other hand to grasp the jagged edge of the floor and carefully push himself back from the brink 
"What's goin’ on?" 

Richie blew out a breath, fluttering his lips. "| think | just found the edge of the fanfic universe” 


Jon made one of those disbelieving sounds he favored -- usually when he wanted to mask something else. 


"Wow. You're like the Christopher Columbus of Rockfic." 


Richie chuckled as he continued to slide back, to where his foundation felt marginally more secure. "Guess my 


crawling strategy was sound." 

"OK, yeah. You win that one." 

"Well, this is obviously my lucky day." 

"Yep. Keep talking nonsense, Rich. I'm comin’ to you, OK?" 
Richie halted, somehow struck motionless by the words. 
"Rich?" 

He swallowed. "Yeah." 

"Keep talking.” 

"Yeah. Um .. Guess | hafta turn around. But ." 


"What?" 


‘It seemed like | was getting close. So if | go the other way --" 
"Just do it. We'll figure it out. We always do." 


Richie automatically closed his eyes, even though there was nothing to protect against. "You've changed your 


tune." He said it matter-of-factly, to be clear it wasn't a taunt. 

"Well .. Sometimes | do that, for you." 

Richie nodded, his lip inexplicably trembling. "Sometimes." 

"Keep talkin. And keep crawling your lazy ass the other way." 

"OK" He couldn't move, though -- not yet. He hurt. Probably from the fall. 
"Jonny? This has never happened before, has it?" 

"Nope 

"Just checkin’. You know my memory." 

"Yeah, | do. We need to get you a diary. Maybe with a floral cover to match your jeans." 
Jon was deflecting, of course, and Richie readily went along. Like always. 
"OK, you and your Martha Stewart haircut can shut the fuck up." 

"Says the guy with a whole suitcase designated for hair products." 


Slowly, Richie turned around and started to crawl the other way. "Why am | trying to move foward your voice 


again?" 
"You're under contract. You're my guitarist.” 


Richie clenched his jaw at the words. Or maybe just the my. For a long time, it had sparked a messy swirl of 
emotions -- and apparently it still did when he was naked and crawling through the dark. 


"Rich. Keep talkin." 
lm trying.” 


"Keep going.” 


He sighed. Invisible Jon was getting on his fucking nerves. 

‘| am." 

It was a lie, though, because he'd stopped again. It just didn't seem like the right direction 
"Jon? You really think we're getting outta here?" 

‘OF course. It's a fanfic, Rich." 

"But it's Sassyjumper, right?" 

"Yeah." 

"Well, her endings always blow." 

Jon snorted. "True. They're always, like, a letdown. | think she just gives up." 

Richie sat back against a wall he couldn't see. "And she couldn't write a happy ending to save her mom's life." 
"OK, yeah." 

"So we're screwed." 

Again, he had to wait for an answer -- a little longer this time. "Rich. Are you giving up?" 
The question hit him square in the chest, because it seemed unfair, and possibly dead-on. 
"No," he denied. 

"Good. That's good." 

A beat later, Jon was yammering again "Anyway, maybe she's not the writer." 

Richie smiled wanly. "Who do you think it is?" 

| dunno. Howard Stern?" 

Richie burst out laughing. He hadn't been anticipating that one. "Howard?" He pretended to be scandalized. 
"Makes sense. He seems to really like us, y'know?" 


Richie pondered that for a moment. "Huh. | gotta admit, he's weirdly obsessed with my dick and your ass." 


"Exactly." 


It seemed that Jon's voice was getting fainter, but Richie didn't trust his ears. So he tried to keep the flow of 


words going. 


"But nah. This has Assy Humper written all over it. We're crawling around in the dark, talking endlessly about 
nothing." 


Jon chuckled. "You're right -- for the second time today, | might add." 

Richie licked his parched lips. He was sure of it now. "Jonny? Do you hear it?" 
"What?" 

"Your voice is getting farther away. ls mine?" 

"I don't know ... Maybe." 

"OK" Richie took a deep breath. "And you can't turn around, and neither can |." 
No answer. 

"Jon? What do you think we should do?" 

"Dunno" 

Richie tried not to panic, but it wasn't like Jon to get so lost. 

"Rich? I'll just keep goiri. We'll see what happens." 


Richie nodded before he realized it was pointless. "Y'know, when this is over, l'm creating an account and giving 


this fic the most scathing review that site has ever seen" 
He thought he heard Jon laugh. "Don't. The worst thing is to get no reviews. They fucking hate that 
Richie let his head loll against the wall. "True. Guess nothing's worse than being ignored 

No answer. 

"Jonny? .. | wish | could see you. Feels like it's been a long time” 


There was a stretch of silence before Jon spoke. "I know. Me, too." 


Richie winced at the pain in his shoulder. "You're goin’ the wrong way again. | can barely hear you now." 
Nothing. 


"Jon?" 


He closed his eyes and tried to picture Jon, but somehow nothing stuck. Images just passed through his mind 
like a slideshow. It seemed strange that he couldn't hold onto anything, since it had only been .. less than a day? 
It only felt like years. 


"| miss you, Jon" 


"OK, then," he murmured, keeping his eyes shut and trying to see. "I won't take that personally." 


Bit by bit, he let his body relax, releasing some of the weight he'd been dragging around. "It's OK," he whispered 
as he drifted off. "I still love you." 


FEKK 


"Rich?" 
Richie sat bolt upright. It was only the faintest sound, but it had tickled his ear. 

"Rich, cmon. Wake up" 

He gasped as fingertips brushed his temple. 

"Jon?" He reached into the blackness but only succeeded in swiping at the air. "Where are you?" 


A touch landed on his shoulder and he reflexively jerked away from it. "What --" 


"Rich Open your eyes." 

"They are open" 

"Just open them, idiot." 

"They are open, asshole.” 

Richie realized he was arguing with an apparition, but it was a bitchy one, so -- 
"Rich, c'mon. Come back to me." 


And just like that, he couldn't breathe. As if everything he'd let go of was back, wrapping around him, crushing 
him. He slumped back against the wall again, tilting his face up to find some air. 


IREN 
"How?" Richie choked out. 

"Jesus. You've never been this far gone before." 

Richie growled in frustration, sick to death of being told how gone he wos. 

"Fuck it" He heaved himself away from the wall and started to crawl again, because why not? 


"Jon?" 


"Help me out here." 


"Which way?" 


"You choose now to stop bossing me around?" 


And then it hit him, stopping him cold. Maybe there was only one way out. 


"Jonny? Do | need to go over the edge?" 


"Rich. You're scarin’ me, man. Open your eyes." 
"They are open. Why can't you fucking hear me anymore?" 
Jon cursed under his breath. "God. What am | supposed to do?" 


Richie let his head hang, feeling as defeated as Jon sounded. As bad as it was to be tied down, being alone was 


worse. He'd always hated it. 
So do something about it 


It wasn't Jon's voice this time. It was gentler, deceptively off-handed -- pointing him toward what was obvious 


but hard. He knew that voice. He'd always trusted it. 


Richie lifted his head then pushed to his feet. As he marched forward, he reminded himself of the rules -- at 


least as he knew them. 

"We can't die in these things -- Right, Jonny?" 

He didn't expect an answer. He just needed to say it out loud. 

‘| mean, they can't kill us, even if they wanted to. That's gotta be in the terms of use or whatever." 
He picked up the pace with each step. He'd be fine. It was just a fic. He'd be -- 

"Fuck" 

The wood under his feet suddenly sagged, and his stomach dropped along with it. He flung his hands out 
instinctively, to find some kind of lifeline, but there was nothing. Every rational cell in his body wanted him to 
back away. 

So he took a tentative step forward instead. 

"Anyway .." He took another step. "She wouldn't kill me. She loves me, right?" 


And another step. 


"She's not a psychopath. She's just weird -- and not fucking funny at all” 


Then another. 
"Jonny?" 


Without a thought, he reached forward, as if his hands knew something his eyes didn't. And then his foot 
stepped into nothingness .. And his whole body followed, seemingly suspended for an instant. 


Then the instant was gone. 


"Oh, fuck" 


SER EEK 


First, there was just the physical sensation of being in his body. He knew he was lying on his side. His left side. 
He knew the surface was soft. 


| cant be dead 


When you die, you leave your body and there's no more pain That was what he'd always been told. That was 
what he believed. 


And he felt pain, so he couldn't be dead. 


"Hey. 


"Hey. Rich." 


"Cmon. This is getting ridiculous." 


He knew the voice, so it probably wasn't God. But it had been such a long way down, it was hard to believe he 


was alive. 


don? 

He didn't seem to have a voice of his own. 

"Just open your eyes, man" 

| want to. 

He just couldn't. His could feel his body, but he couldn't control it .. 
‘C'mon, baby." 


All at once it surged into his skin -- the pain underneath, deeper than his bones. The kind that usually sent 
him running, searching for anything to dull it, bury it again. But that wasn't an option now. 


Then there was something else, a warmth. It took some time to recognize it .. A hand wrapped around his. 
"C'mon" 


Fingertips trailed along the side of his hand. He could feel them. His eyelids were heavy as lead, but at least he 
knew it. He parted his lips, and he could feel that the corners were dry and cracked. 


"That's it." 

Whats it? 

"Rich" It was a plea at his ear. "I need you to come back." 

The ache flared again, but it was more bearable. 

Me, too. 

Slowly, he blinked his eyes open, and it wasn't as bad as he'd feared. He was facing a familiar window. But the 
light was no longer blinding -- It was just sunlight. He looked down and saw the hand enclosed around his, 
resting on the mattress in front of him. He cautiously turned his head, still not trusting. 

And there was Jon, gazing down at him with a wry smile. "Jeez. Took you long enough." 

Richie stared in silence. It looked like Jon -- his Jon Glorious 1992 Jon, with his ridiculous haircut and 
ridiculously beautiful face. But the light from the window was framing him in a heavenly glow that seemed 


unreal. Even for a fanfic. 


Maybe | dd die. He didn't trust anything anymore. 


Jon's smile faded, and a little crease appeared between his eyebrows. "You OK?" 


He narrowed his eyes in that way he had, when he was studying and absorbing. It was known and normal, and 


suddenly Richie felt a little better. 

He nodded slowly. "I think so." 

Jon rolled his eyes -- to mask his relief, Richie knew. "Christ. You mustve had some nightmare, man" 
Richie blinked. "What? No." 

Jon pulled a face. "Believe me, you did. You were thrashing around, yelling my name. | couldn't wake you." 
Richie shook his head. "| wasn't asleep." 

Jon's scowl morphed into a look of genuine concern. "God. This one is really fucking with you, isn’t it?" 
Richie took a quick scan of their surroundings. It was the same bedroom he'd been trapped in the whole time. 
"Where are we?" he asked, just to be sure. 

Jon kept eyeing him. "You don't remember?" 

"Tell me." 


Jon ran a hand through his hair. "Well, it's 1192 and we're in the longest fanfic in recorded history. | think this 
is chapter one-thousand thirty-seven" He crossed his fingers. "She's probably in the home stretch." 


"So | wasn't asleep," Richie pressed. 


"Yeah, you were." Jon was getting agitated. "I've been sitting right over there, having internal monologues and 


ignoring you for" -- He shrugged -- "I dunno. | lost track of time." 
"No," Richie insisted "You left me, and | was trapped here with ." 


Worry flashed in Jon's eyes, but Richie forged on. "You said you were wandering around in the dark, and you 


didn't know how to find me." 


Jon pressed his lips together then slowly nodded. "OK" But he used the tone of someone trying to talk down a 


crazy person. 


"It happened," Richie said firmly. "Maybe you're the one who was lost this time. Ever think of that?" 


Jon looked down at the comforter for a long moment, and Richie let his eyes follow. He watched as Jon's hand 


found his again. 
"OK" Jon kept his gaze down. "OK ... I'm sorry.” 


His voice was suddenly thin and shaky -- not like him at all. Not like young Jon, anyway. Richie wanted to say it 


was all right, but the words wouldn't come. 


Jon glanced at him and forced a weak smile. "Guess it doesn't matter." He tilted his head toward the bedroom 


door. "Feels like it's almost time to go anyway." 
Without warning Richie's stomach lurched, enough to make him curl in on himself. 
"What?" Jon asked. 


Richie shook his head slightly, because he honestly didn't know what was wrong. Nothing could be wrong. Not if 


they were going home. 

"Hey," Jon whispered -- but if there was more, he didn't say. He simply started to crawl into the bed. 
Richie automatically slid back, but yelped in surprise as an agony erupted across his right shoulder. 
"What? 

Richie bit his lip hard, until the wave passed. 


"Nothing." He tried to work up a Jon-caliber bitch face. "My shoulder's sore ‘cause someone left me tied to a 


bed." 


Jon didn't like the joke, apparently, because his jaw clenched. "I didn't leave you. I've never left you. | just .." He 
looked toward the other side of the room and gestured vaguely. 


Richie waited for him to go on, but instead Jon dropped his hand to his lap and continued to stare at some 
invisible thing. Richie kind of wished he could see his face, and was kind of relieved he couldn't. 


Jon dipped his chin and sighed. "| dunno what | was doing." He angled his head toward Richie, peering at him 
from under that stupid floppy hair. "Can | get in?" 


A tingle swept across Richie's bare skin, just like every time he and Jon were this close. Except maybe it was 
more intense this time because it had been so long. Much longer than a day -- He knew that now. 


He started to scoot back again, but Jon laid a hand on his forearm. Without a word, he carefully straddled 


Richie, being mindful of the shoulder, then hovered over him with that gleam in his eyes. The one that always 


made him shiver. 

Jon stroked his cheek then leaned down for a kiss. It was only a light touch, chaste even. But the contact 
seemed to reach inside of him, digging at that place in his chest -- like something you want so bad, but can't 
stand because you know it's going to end. Tears pricked his eyes as he wrapped his arms around Jon's body, 


felt it warm and solid against him. He was real. 


All the way down to that ‘40s cologne. The one Jon liked because it was "clean" What was it? Hugo Boss or 
some shit? Richie smiled into the kiss, and Jon pulled away a bit -- returning the smile as if he knew. 


"Whaddaya say?" Jon slowly circled his hips. "While we still have our 1992 looks" -- He dragged his gaze down 
Richie's body -- "and equipment.” 


Richie tensed unintentionally. A part of him wanted it -- really fucking wanted it. But another part needed 
something different. 


"Um. | don't think | can right now." 

Jon's eyebrows shot up. "Seriously?" 

Richie sensed his face warming. "Yeah. | just .." 

His discomfort must've read loud and clear, because Jon's features softened instantly. "I get it. It's OK" 
Richie averted his eyes, unaccustomed to this particular brand of attention "I know," he mumbled. 

His heartbeat quickened as Jon maneuvered to curl up beside him. "OK if | just lie here?" 

Richie huffed, growing impatient with the awkwardness. "Of course. l'm not an invalid or whatever." 

From the corner of his eye, he saw Jon smile. "I know. But in my defense, it's weird to hear you say no." 
Richie couldn't argue with that. "Guess so." 

"So we'll just lie here." 


He wasn't sure if Jon was asking, or providing a recap, so he didn't answer. Instead, he looked toward the door 


-- his attention drawn there for some reason 


It took only a few seconds for an image to flash before him. Of himself, walking away. At least he thought it 
was him -- a slower, weighed-down version of him. Moving past the threshold, pausing to rest his hand on the 


doorjamb. And then disappearing. Not just leaving -- disappearing. 


A chill rolled through him and he must've visibly shuddered, because Jon inched closer. 


Richie kept watching the doorway, and gradually he registered a change .. He could see beyond it. It wasn't 
pitch-blackness anymore. There was daylight. 


And it all just clicked -- like he was finally waking up. 
Huh, 


"Jonny? We could leave any time we want, couldn't we?" He turned his head a bit, getting a face-full of hair 
but no reply. 


So he tried again. "We could just walk out that door and be done with this. Couldn't we?" 

Jon lay perfectly still, like he was weighing his response. Then he kissed Richie's shoulder. "Yeah." 

Richie lifted his hand, grazing Jon's knee with his fingertips. "We always can" 

Jon shifted but wouldn't meet his eyes. "Yep." 

Richie looked toward the door again. It was like deja vu. He'd had this realization before -- that they'd chosen 
to stay in these fantasies, so many times. No matter how far-fetched, or sappy, or melodramatically angsty. 
No matter how much it hurt, physically or not. 

He just could never remember the reason. 


"Why don't we leave?" 


Jon didn't answer right away, but eventually he stretched his arm across Richie's chest. "Guess we've got 


nothin’ better to do." 

Jon wanted him to laugh, he knew. But he didn't have it in him. Because his logic was returning, and telling him 
this was crazy. They should be running out that door, toward home. Yet he knew, in his gut, that home wasn't 
what it used to be. That he and Jon weren't together anymore -- though he couldn't recall why. 

Jon burrowed in closer to his side, and Richie winced at the ache it triggered. It was almost too much. 

Jon's lips brushed his ear. "Does it really hurt that bad?" 


Richie hesitated. It seemed like a simple question, but maybe it wasn't. "| .. My shoulder?" 


Jon kissed it again. "Uh-huh." 


Richie swallowed. "Yeah. It does." 

Jon was quiet for a while, and Richie began to wonder if he'd chosen wrong. Then he felt the tip of Jon's nose 
at his jawline, felt him inhaling deeply, like he was trying to draw in his scent. "OK. Then we'll lie here till it gets 
better." 

Richie blinked at the ceiling, wondering why his eyes were filling up now. It seemed stupid. 

"Hey, Rich?" 

He cleared his throat. "Yeah?" 


Jon's arm tightened around him. "I love you, too." 


Richie brought his hand to Jon's forearm, even though it hurt a little. "I know." He kept staring at the 
whiteness above -- half-afraid that if he closed his eyes, he'd never get this back. 


Again, Jon must've read his mind, because those lips skimmed his shoulder once more. 


"Go ahead and sleep if you want," Jon whispered. "This time I'm not letting you go." 


END 


